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It's a sad thing 

when a man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing remaining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 

But it's a sadder thing 

that 3 man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the thrush. 

— R.G.A, in A yearbook of 
Stanford Writing, 19J1 
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FOBE fiethulia's walls in old Judea 
Were pitched the tents of the Assyrian 
hosts ; 
Proud in their strength, with recent victories 

flashed: 
In numbers twice a hundred thousand strong, 
Their battle line extended far and wide — 
In length from near against Bethulia, 
Along the valley unto Oyamon ; 
In breadth from Dothaim even to Belmain. 
Horsemen and footmen, chariots and charioteers, 
Were thick as locusts over vale and plain ; 
And where was erst the sound of bleating flocks. 
The bray of trumpets pierced the troubled air : 
Where white-winged doves flew unmolested by, 

The tent cloths flapped like brooding vulture's 
wings. 

Five thousand mighty men the fountains held, 
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yUDITIL 

Which fed the city, and the Israelites 

Looked from their battled towers, and were dis- 

majed 
To see their springs held by the enemy, 
While Holofemes, the Assyrian chief, 
And all his captains overmuch rejoiced. 
Behold ! they cried, Betholia shall be ours 
Without a blow ; for maddening thirst shall bring 
The rebels to our feet to sue for terms ; 
We hold their conduits and but have to wait 
While famine does for us its deadly work. 
Then shall these rebels feel our vengeful arms. 
As did Arphaxad at Ecbatane. 
We'll lay their city waste and captive bring 
Their mighty ones behind our chariot wheels, 
To Nineveh, and every one shall own 
Assyria's king is lord of heaven and earth. 

Within Bethulia was sore distress. 

For raging thirst consumed them day by day ; 

Their cisterns emptied of their precious freight, 

Their water doled out to them scantily. 

The suffering and besieged inhabitants 

Lost heart and strength ; their dry and parched 
lips. 

And glaring bloodshot eyes, told their own tale. 
Famine was preying on their inward parts, 



jUDnir. 

And vulture-like eating their vitals up ; 
Their blood ran thick, and like their emptied wells 
Their hearts contained nought but the dregs of life. 
They longed for night, and when the darkness came 
They prayed for mom ; and when the daylight 

broke, 
It brought a day sadder than yesterday. 

Hunger, thy pangs are keen and hard to bear f 
Thy tooth is sharper than a viper's fangs ; 
Thou art a torturing fire— but thirst, fell thirst 
Is a consuming flame that swifter kills. 
It locks the springs of love and friendship up, 
Dries the calm fountains of philosophy. 
Drains the deep wells of human feeling dry. 
Drinks the sweet streams that fructify the soul. 
Destroys the beauty of the temple, man ; 
And leaves the fane a ruin gaunt and bare. 
Self, greedy self its only occupant ! 

Grew deeper the distress within the walls 
As the long tardy days dragged cheerless on, 
The young men*s strength forsook them, and 

their' arms 
Dropt nerveless down, and like to drunken men 
They reeled and staggered through the city streets. 

5 



JUDITH. 

The beauty of the virgins faded out 
As dies the glory of the sunset clouds, 
When chilly hight over the landscape creeps. 
The women lay unaided by the way 
Dying and dead, their feeble shrivelled babes 
Tugging with piteous wails the milkless breasts, 
Which never more might give them nourishment, 
And died like gathered flowers : the aged men 
Expired as flickering oilless lamps go out. 

For thirty days and four had the besieged 
Endured the agonies of raging thirst ; 
And in the anguish of their souls they said. 
The God of Israel hath forsaken us. 
Their murmurings arose to loud complaints. 
And all the people met with one consent 
Before Ozias and the city priests. 
A suffering haggard multitude they were. 
Forlorn and wan, ghosts of their former selves ; 
The demon Thirst was drinking up their blood, 
Hope wavered on the threshold of each heart. 
With pitying looks and pinions spread for flight ; 
While the black fiend, Despair, was waiting nigh, 
To quench the dying embers of her fires. 

Complaints grew to demands that they should sue 
For terms of peace with the besieging foe« 
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*' God hath forgotten us, they said, and now 
Better give np Bethtdia a spoil 
To Holofemes and the Assyrian host ; 
Better be servants in a heathen land, 
Than perish in oar own for lack of drink ; 
We and oar parents, wives, and little ones. 
Delay no more, bnt sue for terms of peace 
That we no longer die about our streets. 
Then all with one consent began to weep, 
Crying aloud to God as with one voice. 
That He would open up a way for them 
And bring deliverance to their sinking souls/* 

Then spake Ozias to the clamorous throng, 
« Brothers be of good courage, Israel's God 
Hath not yet utterly forsaken us ; 
The time of our deliverance may be near, 
And haply wrought for us this very hour ; 
Endure yet five more days, and if our God 
Still hide His face from us, Bethulia, 
I swear to you shall then be given up.'' 
Beluctantly consenting they dispersed, 
The men to watch and ward upon the walls. 
The women to their desolated homes. 




Bt.—^^t Stratogetm 

IBE liY6d retired within Bethulia, 
Judith, Manasses' widow, rich and fair ; 
But riches were as nothing to her now. 
For since Manasses died three^ years agone, 
Sunstruck as he was in the barley field, 
Watching the reapers binding up the sheaves, 
Like a lorn dove she mourned her hapless mate ; 
And, girt With sackcloth on the housetop sat 
Mourning as only faithful hearts can mourn, 
The loss of him she loved the best on earth. 
In fasting, prayer, and deeds of charity, 
She passed her days and greatly was beloved. 
In wisdom as in virtue she was great ; 
Oft in the counsels of Bethulia 
Her words were cited by the learned men ; 
And all the chiefs and elders in the place 
Held her in great esteem. Her countenance 
Even in grief was beautiful to see ; 
The witching charms of youth and womanhood 
Were eweetly blended on her comely brow ; 
Not one of all the daughters of her tribe 
With her exceeding beauty could compare. 
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When Judith heard of all the evil wordd 
Spoke to Ozias by the murmuring Jews, 
She sent her waiting woman unto him 
And bade her bring him straight unto her house, 
Chabris and Oharmis also, noted men, 
Ancients and governors in Bethulia. 
When the three elders came unto her house. 
To them thus Judith spake with voice severe, 
" Hear me, ye governors of Bethulia : 
The words that ye have spoken, and the oath 
Pronounced this day between our God and ye. 
To give the city to our enemies, 
If in these five days no deliverance comes ; 
Is tempting God : and ye have greatly sinned 
In that between the children of our race, 
And the great God of Israel ye have slood. 

** Now who are ye to tempt the Almighty One 
And arrogate His office to yourselves ? 
Shall ye who cannot plumb the heart of man 
Search out the hidden purposes of God ? 
If five days bring us not deliverance 
He can defend us : or if 'tis His will 
To give us up a prey unto our foes, 
*Tis ours to bow before His chastening hand. 
Strive not to bind the counsels of our God ; 
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• 

He is not man that ye can threaten Him, 
Nor is He wavering like the sons of men ; 
And what He willeth that He will perform. 

<< If we be taken now, then all Judea 
Shall be laid waste, our sanctuary spoiled. 
Our brethren slaughtered, or as captives led. 
Our homes be desolate, our very names 
A vile reproach to them that shall possess. 
Let us be firm nor give the city up. 
If we are strong the people will take heart ; 
The honour of our holy sanctuary. 
Our altars and our homes on us depend. 
Bemember, brethren, what the Lord hath done 
For our great father Abraham and his seed : 
He tried them in the fire, yet brought them 

through 
With a high hand ; and this calamity 
Is but another trial of our faith." 

Abashed the elders stood before her eye. 
They felt rebuked, yet strengthened by her words. 
And bade her pray with them that God would 

send 
His heavenly rain and the dried cisterns fill. 
That they no more might faint and die of thirst. 
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Then Judith with a solemn voice replied, 
" Yet hear me out : for I will do a thing 
The fame whereof unto all coming time, 
Among the children of our trihe shall reach ; 
Forth from the city gates this very night 
I will depart to the Assyrian camp. 
And ere the days that ye have named shall pass 
For giving up the city : by my hand 
The Lord of hosts will visit Israel. 
But of mine act enquire no farther now, 
The thing I do is hid in my own breast. 
Time will disclose it, in the meantime, wait !" 

Then said Ozias, '< Daughter, go in peace f 
And Israel's God go with thee on thy way 
To take due vengeance on our enemies.'* 

Then Judith scattered ashes on her head, 
And as the evening incense rose to heaven 
From the great temple at Jerusalem, 
Prostrate she fell upon her face and prayed. 
" God of my father Simeon, she cried, 
Thou knowest the Assyrians are strong. 
Horses and men a mighty multitude 
That trust in their own strength, and know not 

Thee 
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Who breakest np the battle, and destroy'st 
The might of them that trust in shield and spear; 
Behold their pride, ! Lord, and bring it down, 
Scatter their numbers to the winds of heaven ; 
For they have purposed to defile the place 
Where Thy name resteth; and with impious 

hands 
Pollute Thy holy altar in our sight. 
! prosper Thou the thing I have conceived. 
To the confusion of this heathen foe ; 
And by my hand deliver Israel. 
By my deceit break down their stateliness, 
And let a woman's weakness be the strength 
To smite alike the servant and the prince. 

'' God of my &thers ! Lord of heaven and earth ! 
Creator of the waters ! King of all ! 
Hear Thou my humble prayer and succour me.*' 

Then she arose and called her waiting maid. 
And doffed the garments of her widowhood ; 
Bathed in pure water, and with ointment sweet 
HerseK anointed : her dishevelled hair. 
Neglected since the loved Manasses died, 
Braided with care, as on her wedding day : 
And that which like a straggling unkept vine 
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Adown her shoulders wandered negligent, 
Like well trained tendons clustered round her 

brow, 
Loaded with jewels as a vine with fruit. 
Garments of costly stuffs and richest dyes 
She decked herself withal ; fair glittering gems — 
Baubles that had not seen the light for years, 
And which she never thought to wear again, 
Shone on her breast a brilliant galaxy. 
Bracelets of virgin gold clasped her fair arms 
Whiter than marble fresh from sculptors' hands ; 
From either ear there hung a costly gem ; 
Around her comely neck were chains of gold. 
And on her fingers rings with jewels set. 
Never was beauty more complete than hers. 
Faultless she was from head to sandalled foot. 
Her dress enhanced her looks, her looks her dress. 
Each lending unto either added charms. 
She was a being to allure men's eyes 
And make an anchorite forswear himself. 

Then from her stores she took a skin of wine, 
A cruise of oil, some parched com and figs 
With some fine bread, and gave them to her maid. 
And both went forth about the twilight time 
Toward the city gate. Awaiting her 
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Ozias and the other elders stood : 

And when they saw her countenance was changed 

From its habitual sadness into smiles, 

They marvelled at her beauty, and the cause 

That led her footsteps toward the Assyrian camp. 

With wondering looks the elders greeted her. 
" Now open tmto me the city gate, 
That I pass forth unto the enemy. 
That to accomplish which we spake about.** 
The ponderous gate slow on its hinges turned 
As loath to let so fair a one depart. 
<< Gk)d-speed" they said, and Judith and her maid 
Passed through the frowning portal and were gone. 
With straining eyes from gateway, wall and tower, 
Anxious they watched her down the mountain 

side, 
And through the valley, till the gathering night 
Descended, and they saw her form no more. 
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lAUNTLESS, fair Judith trod the dan- 
gerous ground ; 
There was a settled purpose in her soul 
To free her people from the dire distress 
Brought on them by this hated heathen foe ; 
Her trust was in Jehovah who had wrought 
Israel's deliverance in bygone days. 
Fearless she walked toward the bivouac fires 
That shone like stars all o'er the dewy plain, 
Till challenged by the first Assyrian watch 
That met her and her maid upon the way. 

Surprised, they brought her to their tent, and 
asked 
Whither she came, and what her errand was ; 
Then Judith with deceiving speech replied, 
" I am a Hebrew woman and have fled. 
From them beneath the cover of the night 
That I to Holofemes may reveal 
An easy way to take Bethulia, 
And all the hilly country round about. 
Without the loss of any of his men. 
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Bring me before the gi-eat Assyrian chief, 
That I possess him of this secret thing 
And give my people up to be consumed." 

They marvelled at her beauty, and her words ; 
And bade her when she came before the chief, 
To speak out boldly and declare the truth. 
Then Holofemes would entreat her well. 

A hundred men in panoply complete. 
Were straight told off to be her escort there, 
Their arms and armour in the watchfires light 
Glittered as with a thousand diamonds set. 
Through streets of tents the escort led the way. 
And as they passed, hundreds of wondering eyes 
Were fixed on Judith, (for the camp was roused.) 
They ne'er had seen such beauty, and they said 
It is not good a Hebrew man were left 
That own such women as this fugitive. 

In a pavilion rich with Tyrian hues. 
Great Holofemes rested on his bed ; 
First captain he of the Assyrian king. 
Him twice a hundred thousand men obeyed, 
Whose word was law, and at whose beck and call. 
They came and went submissive every one. 
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Over him hting a gorgeous canopy 

Of rarest stuffs, purple and cloth of gold 

Were wove in patterns choice and exquisite ; 

And by the glimmering of silver lamps 

Which lit the slumbers of the puissant chief, 

Amid the folds of the rich drapery, 

Peeped out like twinkling stars through parted 

clouds, 
Bubies and emeralds, and precious stones, 
Whose glowing facets burned with lustrous fires. 

Nigh to his bed the chieftain's armour hung. 
Helmet and greaves, and shining coat-of-mail. 
Forged in Damascus* fires ; of purest steel 
Each single piece, and wrought by cunning hands. 
Arrow nor lance had ever pierced those joints 
Impervious : his shield with bosses set, 
Whereon had rained the fiercest storms of war, 
Lay also there ; and close to his right hand. 
As keen as death, his naked falchion hung. 

The floor was carpeted with costly skins 
Deadening the heaviest footstep as it fell : 

Sleep had not visited his eyes as yet 
Upon that night ; and those who watched his 
tent 
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Told him of Judith's visit : and he rose 

To meet and question her of whom they spake ; 

Before his footsteps silver lamps were borne 

Into an outer tent, and there he bade 

His servants bring the Hebrew woman in. 

Prone on her face at Holofemes feet 
Judith fell down and did him reverence ; 
But he commanded them to lift her up ; 
And when she stood unveiled before his eyes 
His inmost soul was smitten with her charms. 

"Woman," he said, " fear not, be of good cheer I 
And show to us the errand that has brought 
Thy venturous footsteps thus into our camp ; 
If thou dost come to serve the Assyrian king, 
Nebuchadnezzar lord of all the earth, 
No harm of any kind shall come to thee : 
Thy people have set light by his commands 
And brought this punishment upon themselves." 

Then spake the fair dissembler. " Let my lord 
Eeceive the words that I shall speak to him. 
I will declare no lie unto my lord, 
And if thou follow out thy handmaid's words, 
Thy purposes shall surely come to pass, 
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As tky king liveth who hath sent thee forth ; 
The fame of thee hath gone through all Judea, 
.How thou art great in council as in war : 
Know then, my lord, that they from whom I fled, 
Cannot be punished nor the sword prevail 
Against the Israelites, except they sin 
Most grievously against their nation's God. 
This they will do, for want is in their streets, 
And ere I fled the people died for thirst ; 
Now they have purposed in their hearts to kiU 
And eat of that which Israel's G-od forbids ; 
Even the sacred tithes of com and wine 
Eeserved for offerings at Jerusalem, 
Not lawful to be touched by common hands. 
They have resolved unrighteously to take. 

But in the day this evil deed is done, 
They shall be given thee to be destroyed. 
Therefore I fled. But God hath led my steps 
Unto my lord, that I with him may work 
Things which shall much astonish all the earth. 
Thy servant hath, even from childhood up, 
Served the great God of heaven by night and day ; 
And I with Holofemes will remain, 
Gt)ing each night beyond the camp to pray 
"Within the vale before Bethulia ; 
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And when that they have done this grievous sin, 

G-od will reveal their wickedness to me, 

And straight thy servant come and bring thee word.' 

Then shalt thou go with all this mighty host 

To drive them forth, and none shall dare resist : 

As sheep without a shepherd they shall flee, 

Leaving their cities unto thee a spoil. 

And I will lead the way through aU Judea 

Until thou come unto Jerusalem : 

There in its midst thy rule shall be set up, 

And thou shalt lord it over aU the land. 

These are the things to my foreknowledge given, 

This the great mission I am come to teU." 

Sweeter than honey were her specious words 
To Holofemes and the rest who heard ; 
I^ever, they cried, as with admiring eyes 
They feasted on the beauty of her looks. 
Such matchless charms and wisdom met before : 
And Holofemes^ pleased with her fair speech 
As with her beauty, vowed that she should be 
Gj-reat in the house of the Assyrian king, 
And in the annals of the earth renowned. 

Then he commanded they should bring her in 
To where his plate was set ; silver and gold 
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"Were there in prodigal profusion spread : 
He sent unto her of his choicest meats 
And rarest wines, for his own palate kept. 
But Judith said, '' I will not eat thereof 
Lest it should be offence against my G-od, 
And frustrate that which I am come to do ; 
But I will eat of that which I have brought.** 
To whom the Assyrian chief. ** But if thy store 
Should fail, how should we give to thee the like ?*' 

Judith replied, " Ere my provisions fail, 
That which hath been determined by my hand. 
The Lord I serve shall surely bring to pass ; *' 
Then she retired and until midnight slept. 

Ah ! little thought the captain of that host 
As on his gorgeous couch he lay that night. 
Deceit could dwell within so fair a form. 
Soft were his slumbers, and his dreams of love ; 
No thoughts of boding ill lurked in his heart 
To mar his peace ; the sense of conscious power, 
Past conquests, coming victories, were his : 
His monarch's smiles, new honours, and renown, 
"Were they not even now within his grasp, 
Bich tempting fruit awaiting to be plucked. 



?3 



yUDITIl 

Could he have read the heart of his fair guest, 
And learnt the secret that was lurking there, 
Like a coiled serpent among fairest flowers 
Watching to spring, he had not slept so sound. 
He would have seen a traitor in the camp ; 
The people's hope, not a false fugitive ; 
Most true to them when seeming the most false. 
Most false to him when seeming the most true, 
Her beauty had not shielded her ; death, speedy 

death. 
Had been her fate had she a thousand lives. 

Judith arose toward the morning watch. 
And took her way into the vale to pray ; 
Por Holofernes had commanded them 
That none should stay her course or question her. 
Thus to and fro did Judith pass each night ; 
Prayed in the valley near Bethulia, 
By the pure light of the calm holy stars, 
Por heavenly succour in the trying hour : 
Then bathed herself, and ere the morning light. 
Still as a shadow glided to her tent. 

Thus for three nights unchecked she went and 
came 
Unchallenged by the sleepless sentinels, 
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!E^or none durst speak to her, or question her ; 
When it was known 'twas Holofemes will. 

On the fourth day he made a sumptuous feast 
Por his own servants only, and to it 
Kot one of all his officers was bid. 
He longed for Judith's company, and said, 
"We shall find favour in her eyes this night. 
And none shall share with us her loving smiles. 

Then said he to the eunuch in whose charge 
Were all his treasures. " To this Hebrew go, 
And bid her to the feast that I have made ; 
Speak with persuasive words ; and importune 
Her that she come and eat and drink with us ; 
For if we let her go, not having had 
The pleasure of her goodly company. 
It were a shame to us ; and she would hold 
Thy master in contempt for evermore : 
For since she hath been with us, meat nor drink 
Of ours hath ever passed her lips ; but go. 
And come not back without her fuU consent." 

Then Bagoas went and bade her to the feast ; 
Fear not he said to come unto my lord. 
Thou hast found favour in his eyes, and he 
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"Will greatly honour thee. Then with fair words 
Judith replied to him : " Now who am I 
That should in any wise gainsay my lord? 
Whatever pleaseth him, that I will do 
And it shall be my joy even till death." 

So she arose and decked herself as when 
Three nights before she came into the camp ; 
And sent her maid before her with soft skins 
Lent her by Bagoas for her daily use, 
Bidding her lay them over 'gainst the place 
Where Holofemes at the feast was set. 
As Judith entered in the banquet tent 
All eyes were fixed on her ; and mutual praise 
Of her exceeding charms rose on each lip. 
Smitten before, the chief was ravished now, 
Her smiles, her beauty, kindled in his breast 
Voluptuous imaginings, unchaste desires. 
Drink and be merry with us now, he cried, 
It was for thee the banquet was prepared ; 
And in her honour quaffed deep draughts of wine. 

Judith, with double meaning in her words. 
Said, " I will drink my lord ; for now my life 
Is magnified within me more this day 
Than all the other days since I was bom. 
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Pleased, Holofemes hung upon her words, 
His heart was merry, and he drank more wine 
Than he had drunk in any day before. 

The guests were weary for the feast was long. 
Lasting from morning till the evening time. 
When all the guests departed ; — all save one, 
Judith, the Hebrew woman, she was left 
Alone with Holofemes in his tent. 
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BEAT Holofemes overcome with wine 
Lay helpless there upon his gorgeous 
bed: 

Excess had conquered him ; his stalwart arms 
Before whose prowess many a foe had fallen, 
Hung listless down and weaker than a child's. 
Quenched was the fire of that bright flashing eye 
Whose glance inspired or confidence or fear ; 
His voice that like a wakened clarion rang 
In thrilling tones along the serried ranks, 
Muttered strange discords like a harp unstrung ; 
And had the sudden cry rung through the camp 
That night " To Arms ** the chief had heard it not. 

Soon as the tent was closed and she was left, 
Eaded the smiles from Judith's countenance 
As sunbeams flee before the gathering storm ; 
The colour fled her cheek ; and from her eyes 
Determination looked with stem resolve. 
Quick beat her heart, but not with coward fear, 
As she drew near where Holofemes lay 
In the deep sleep begotten of excess. 
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She felt the hour was come when by her hand 
Deliverance for her people should be wrought, 
And inward prayed for more than woman's 

strength. 
She listened, — aU within the tent was still, 
Save the deep breathing of the sleeping chief, 
Ajid the loud beating of her throbbing heart ; 
Without, the neighing of some distant steed, 
Or the quick challenge of the sentinels, 
Alone disturbed the stillness of the night. 
Then reaching down his falchion keen aa death, 
She twined his hair around one jewelled hand. 
And with the other smote him on the neck 
Two dreadful blows with more than woman's 

strength. 
And his dissevered head rolled at her feet. 

The deed was done for which she perilled life. 
And what was dearer unto her than life — 
Her chastity ; and both were spared to her : 
But nought could save her now but instant flight ; 
Tumbling the body from the gory bed, 
She tore the hangings from the canopy 
And covered up the ghastly trunk therewith ; 
Then in her scrip put the dissevered head 
And gave it to her maid who stood without, 
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Waiting her mistress to come forth to prayers. 
So the twain went together through the camp, 
But when they passed beyond the farthest tents, 
Judith stayed not to pray as she was wont. 

Quickening her steps, she and her faithful maid 
Paused not, nor looked behind, until they stood 
Trembling and tired before the city gates. 
Then Judith lifted up her voice and cried, 
"Ho! watchman! watchman! open now the gates 
Open them wide ! for I have brought good news." 
And when they heard that it was Judith's voice, 
They drew the ponderous bolts and let her in. 

Swift through the city sped the welcome news 
That Judith and her maid were both returned. 
Bringing good tidings. Then there hastened forth 
Both great and small along the dim dark streets, 
"With eager footsteps down toward the gates.' 

A fire was kindled both for warmth and light. 
There in its ruddy sheen the assembly stood ; 
They seemed a host of spectres pale and gaunt. 
So haggard were their looks ; but in their eyes 
The fire of hope was lit when they beheld 
Judith's exultant look, as with loud voice, 
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" Praise God ! praise God ! O ! men of Israel ! 
She cried, His iliercy dwelleth with us still ; 
Eor by my hand this night He hath destroyed 
The might of them that trust in their own strength. 

Then from her scrip she took the gory head 
And held it up before the assembled host ; 
Behold the head of Holofemes ! him 
Chief captain of the great Assyrian host, 
By a weak woman's hand smote as he lay 
Upon his couch drunk with excess of wine ; 
The beauty of my face hath been his snare 
Tet hath he not committed sin with me." 

Then great astonishment upon them fell 
And all with one accord feU down and prayed, 
Giving God thanks : Ozias then stood up 
And blessed her, and the people cried " Amen.** 

Then Judith said, "Brethren, take now this head 
Up to the walls, and from the highest place 
There hang it forth ; and when the morning breaks, 
Take ye his weapons every valiant man 
And go ye forth beyond the city walls : 
Then make as ye would go down to the plain 
To battle with the foe ; but go not down, 
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And it shall come to pass, that seeing you 
Equipped for fight, they put their armour on, 
Bouse up their captains, and when they shall find 
That Holofemes their great chief is slain, 
A sudden fear will fall upon them all ; 
And they wiU flee the camp in sore dismay : 
Then shaU ye fall upon them and destroy 
These heathen foes in one great overthrow." 

Ere morning broke they hung the ghastly head 
Of Holofemes on the highest w^all : 
And through the gates went bands of armed men 
To take possession of the mountain straits ; 
Band after band in orderly array, 
Hope in their looks, and courage in their hearts. 
None spoke of giving up the city now ; 
Judith's return had given them new life, 
They half-forgot their woes, and felt that God 
Had been most near when He had seemed most far. 

The Assyrians slept, unconscious of their loss. 
No thought of treachery was in their breasts : 
Proud in their numbers, sure of victory, 
They deemed Bethulia an easy prey. 
"Was not the Hebrew woman in their midst. 
Awaiting but the moment to betray 
The famine-stricken wretches to their doom ? 
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Tip rose the lordly sun and woke the tents, 
And thousands from the canvass doors poured forth 
To greet the golden mom ! but when they looked 
Towards Bethulia, wondering they saw 
The bands of armed men pass through the gates. 
Captains, and leaders, rulers, and tribunes, 
Eose hastily to see what this could mean. 

" The slaves made desperate, come forth to fight, 
They cried, and on their own destruction rush ; 
Then said they unto Bagoas, wake our chief 
That he come forth and see these famished slaves 
Smitten by us, and utterly destroyed." 

Bang through the camp the trumpet-call — " To 
Arms I" 

Plashed in the morning, sword, and shield, and speai*, 

Beflected rays on the bright armour burned 

Of the fast gathering squadrons : the deep roll 

Of heavy chariots, the impatient neigh 

Of the fierce war steeds eager for the strife. 

The tramp of warriors in battle gear, 

Succeeded to the stillness of the night. 

The eunuch knocked at Holofernes' tent, 
" Waken my lord," the faithful Bagoas cried. 
The slaves of yonder city have come forth 
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Xo give us battle ; and the army waits 
Iliit Holofeniiea may come forth to sec 
Their utter ruin aad duBcomfiture. 

A namelesB dread that had nor form nor words 
Boise in the eunnch's breast ; as a small cloud 
On the horizon, answer there was none. 
Putting aside the door he entered in, 
When the dread truth was to his sight revealed ; 
There lay a horrid thing, which yesterday 
Was Holofemes the Assyrian chief. 

Then broke from Bagoas a mighty cry. 
And he began to weep and rend his clothes : 
He ran into the tent where Judith lodged. 
Now empty of its fair, false occupant : 
Then leaped among the soldiers and cried out 
" This Hebrew hath brought shame upon us all, 
My master lieth there, O ! woful sight 
Without a head, by his own falchion slain ; 
Look yonder ! on the walls there hangs his head !" 

Then fear and trembling fell upon them all, 
A superstitious dread that drove away 
The courage from each heart, and blanched each 

cheek ; 
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Q-rim warriors impervious to fear 
Till now, like feeble frightened women shook ; 
Contagious through the troubled camp it ran, 
And all that mighty host fled in dismay 
Each where he would ; routed by their own fears 
Horsemen and footmen mingled in the flight ; 
A ifrighted steeds ran madly o'er the field, 
The ponderous chariots were overthrown. 
Their broken fragments cumbering the plain : 
The unstruck tents, the chief's among the rest, 
Stores and munitions, all were lefb behind. 

Then like a pent up flood sudden released, 
Poured forth the Israelites upon the vale 
And deluged it with blood of Assur's sons. 
Swift messengers were sent about Judea, 
To come and help the slaughter of the foe ; 
Forth from Jerusalem in bands they came. 
And from the hilly country round about 
And joined the slaughter of the flying host. 
Beyond Damascus did the Israelites 
Pursue the fugitives, and all the road 
"Was strewn with their dead corses, till the air 
Was noxious with their putrid carcases. 

Sated with carnage, the exultant Jews 
Plundered the camp and none to hinder them ; 
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Day afber day they came firom far and near 
For thirty days, and gat themselves much spoil. 
But Holofemes' tent with all his stores 
Of precious plate, and beds, and costly stuffs, 
Was kept for Judith as her special prize. 
Her mule and carts were laden with the spoil 
Large as the goodly dowry of a queen ; 
'Twas brought in triumph from the plundered camp, 
The women went with garlands in their hands. 
With song and dance to meet and welcome it. 
And round the brows of Judith and her maid 
They wreathed fair coronets of olive boughs ; 
And all the warriors followed them with songs. 
Then Judith went before and sang this song. 
And all the people sang it after her. 

" Begin with timbrels to the Lord our Q-od, 
Play on the cymbals with a joyful sound ; 
Tune a new psalm to Him, exalt His name. 
The God that breaks the battles of the foe : 
Out of their camps He hath delivered me, 
Tea from their very midst hath brought me forth 

" The sons of Assur from the mountains came 
In their ten thousands, and his multitudes 
Stopt up the streams and covered all the hills. 
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JUDITH. 

He bragged that lie would bum my borders up, 
And dash my sucking children 'gainst the ground ; 
He boasted that our babes should be a prey, 
And the young virgins of our tribe a spoil. 
But God hath disappointed Assur's hosts, 
Bringing them down by a weak woman's hand. 
Their mighty one fell not by armed men, 
The towering sons of Titan smote him not, 
Huge giants set not on him to destroy ; 
But Judith with her beauty weakened him, 
And for the love she bore unto her own 
Cast off the garments of her widowhood. 
Put ointment on her face and drest herself 
In rich attire the better to deceive. 

" Her sandals ravished him, her beauteous looks 
Made him a captive, and the falchion keen 
Passed through his neck; then was my people free : 
Then did the Persians at her boldness quake ; 
The Modes were daunted at her hardiness. 
Then my afficted shouted loud for joy. 
My weak ones cried in their astonishment, 
^he sons of Assur lifted up their voice 
In their dismay, but they were overthrown. 
Our women's sons pursued and pierced them 

through, 

They perished by the battle of the Lord. 
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yUDITti. 

" Lord Thou art great and wonderful in strength ! 
Invincible art Thou, and glorious ! 
Let all Thy creatures serve and worship Thee ! 
Thou didst send forth Thy spirit and create ; 
Thou spakest and all things that are, were made : 
The mountains at Thy presence shall be moved, 
The brittle rocks like melted wax dissolve ; 
Tet unto them that fear Thee Thou art kind. 
But woe unto the nations that rise up 
Against my kindred, for the Lord will take 
Vengeance, and they shall weep for evermore." 

Thus singing to Jerusalem they came ; 
And when that' Judith entered in the gates, 
There rang a shout that rent the very heavens 
Erom the assembled thousands which had met 

To greet and honour their deliverer. 
Then all the people offered offerings ; 
And Judith dedicated all the stuff 
Which had been found in Holofemes' tent, 
And laid it as a gift before the Lord. 

Three months she tarried in Jerusalem, 
And every day was kept a holiday ; 
Her fame was noised abroad through all Judea, 
And many to the holy city came 
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yUDJtH. 

To see the dauntless woman, by whose hand 
. So wonderful a marvel had been wrought. 

Then she departed to Bethulia 
To her own home, she and her faithful maid, 
Bondwoman now no longer, but set free 
By her good mistress, for her faithfulness. 

Judith was much desired ; but kept herself 
A widow the remainder of her days. 
True to the memory of her only love : 
And lived in peace unto a good old age, 
Eevered in life, lamented at her death. 
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HEN the farm-yard cock begins to crow, 
Ere the red sun kisses the morning's brow, 
The sturdy mowers go forth to mow. 

The stalwart man and the stripling lithe, 
Each bearing aloft his shining scythe. 
Trudging along to a ditty blythe. 

'Tis a sight to see them strip to their task, 
And pass to each other the wooden flask, 
"Well filled last night from the master's cask. 

The ring of their scythes is a sound to hear, 
As they sharpen their blades so bright and clear, 
Falling in harmony on the ear. 

From end to end of the mead they pass, 
And drops at their feet the yielding grass, 
As falls to the sword an unarmed mass. 

Toe to heel in the distance seen, 

Cutting a road through the meadow greeh, 

Moving as moves a true machine. 
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THE MOWERS, 

Par off you may see their figures white 

As they wield with a vnll their weapons bright, 

Slowly swaying from left to right. 

From right to left, and the yielding swathe 
Eesistless faUs in their onward path 
As the foemen fall in the battle's wrath. 

Over the nest where the callow young 
Of the skylark lies the grass among 
In regular file they sweep along. 

Frighting the partndge away from its lair ; 
From its cosy form the timid hare : 
Laying the nest of the corncrake bare ; 

Cutting the flags by the river side 

As they wave to the gale in their summer pride, 

And the flowers that lave in its silver tide. 

As morning to the meridian grows 

They wipe the sweat from tlieir ruddy brows, 

And seek in the shadow a brief repose. 

Then, baring their brawny arms once more. 
Traverse the meadow's velvet floor. 
Sweating like rain at every pore. 

"When the evening shadows begin to grow, 
Then with returning footsteps slow. 
Homeward the weary mowers go. 
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lEWLESS power, pervading 
As it issues forth 
From its unknown dwelling, 
All the wide-spread earth. 

Day and night unceasing, 

Blowing evermore, 
Erom the world's four comers 

To its farthest shore. 

Traversing creation 

As the seasons roll 
la its flying chariot 

Eound from pole to pole. 

Careering o'er the desert. 

Speeding over sea, 
Bushing through the forest, 

Nothing half so free. 
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THE WIND. 

Waving like a banner 
The tall prairie grass, 

Soaring like a lion > 

Down the mountaiD pass. 

Wakening to gladness 
Ocean's dancing waves, 

Making sweet sad music 
In its hollow caves. 

Fretting the great billows 
Into foaming wrath, 

Turning the huge vessels 
Eudely from their path. 

Straining barks uplifting, 
Then, with mighty shock, 

Dashing them to pieces 
On the sunken rock. 

Drowning the despairing 
Cry that ringeth out 

O'er the world of waters, 
With a mockiug shout. 

Entering the ruin, 

Sighing round its walls. 
Moaning in its chambers 

And deserted halls. 
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THE WIND, 

Stealing with soft footsteps 
O'er the battle plain, 

"Where the blood of warriors 
Plowed like summer rain. 

Howed like rain in summer 
As the foemen fought, 

Pought and bled for glory, 
Glory dearly bought. 

Moaning in the graveyard 
Where the buried dead 

Each in shroud and cofiSn 
In its turf- wrapt bed : 

Sleeps until the morrow 
That shall surely break. 

Besting till God's angel 
Shall the sleepers wake. 

In the breezy chambers 
Of the steeple high. 

Whispering weird secrets 
Of the days gone by. 

Eoaming o'er the meadows. 
Playing in the com. 

Wafting up to heaven 
The incense of the morn. 
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THE WIND. 

Plundering the violets 
Of their hoarded sweets, 

Squandering the booty 
Upon all it meets. 

Binging peals of gladness 

On the cowslip bells, 
Carrying their echoes 

To tbe sylvan dells. 

Stripping off the foliage, 
"Withering the flowers. 

Leaving not a vestige 
Of the summer hours. 

Wailing through the woodlands 

In the autumn sere, 
Sobbing out the requiem 

Of the dying year. 
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LANCINa on the hiU side, 
Olittering on the plain; 
Pattering on the leaflets 
In drops of crystal rain. 

Hiding in the petals 

Of the summer rose ; 
Gleaming through the bushes 

"Where the brooklet flows. 

Boiling down the mountain 
"With a thundering sound ; 

In the maddened vortex, 
"Whirling round and round. 

Sleeping in the sunshine 

In the stm lagoon ; 
Basking like a serpent 

'Neath the tropic moon. 
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TiiE WATER. 

Twinkling in tlie meadows, 
Every blade besprent, 

Shining like the planets 
In the firmament. 

Lurking in dark places 
Underneath the ground ; 

Leaping from the fountain 
"With a sudden bound. 

Baring its white bosom 
To the cloudless sky ; 

Playing with the zephyrs 
As they murmur by. 

Bud and flower and leaflet 
With bright gems impearled, 

Every sparkling jewel, 
A fair peopled world. 

Crawling through the city 
Among the rotting piles. 

Creeping under houses 
And palaces for miles.* 

Sought for as hid treasure 
Li earth's chambers old, 

G-uarded as a miser 

Guards his darling gold. 

* St. Petersburgh. 
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THE WATER. 

So common jet so precious, 
A highway and a grave : 

So weak but yet so mighty, 
So free but yet a slave. 

Yast its wide dominion 
Found in every place ; 

The great world encircling 
In its wide embrace. 

From heaven's open windows 
Pouring down amain, 

Or on cloudy chariot 
Bushing back again. 

Cheering and sustaining 
The taU « desert ships ;" 

With a soft kiss greeting 
The Pilgrim's parched lips. 

Carrying on its bosom 
The great ships to and fro ; 

Hurling down the sailors 
To the depths below. 

Beating like a captive 
Its adamantine doors ; 

Toying with the pebbles 
That lie upon its shores. 
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^liE WATEk. 

Springing swift and sudden 
On its helpless prey ; 

Bearing off its victims 
In the open day. 

Coming like a robber 
In the dead of night, 

Leaving wreck and ruin 
For the morning Hght. 

Free to just a^nd unjust, 
Boon denied to none ; 

Bringing to aU creatures 
God's ownbenison. 
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OYOTJS, sullen, gentle, wild, 
Changeful as a wayward child ; 
Now with pleasure-kindled glance ; 
Then a frowning countenance ; 

Now with vision earthward bent 
A remorseful penitent, 
Murmuring a sad alas ! 
To the moaning winds that pass ; 

Tearing down the garden bowers. 
Trampling underfoot the flowers. 
Or with fitful, fond caress. 
Kissing them with tenderness. 

Now in tones of agony, 
Eoaring like the raging sea ; 
Now as soft as lover's sigh 
Or a mother's lullaby. 
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APRIL, 

Happy as a careless boy 
"With a heart brimful of joy ; 
Sullen as a misanthrope, 
Lost to friendship, love, and hope. 

As the winter, racked with storm. 
As the summer, bland and warm. 
Peace and tumult, calm and fret. 
Fickle as a false coquette. 

In the morning fair and bright. 
Black with frowning clouds ere night ; 
Storm and sunshine, who shall say 
That life is not an April day ? 
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^Tfie lUtttnt 

E pattering of children's feet 

I hear along the floor, ;, 

As I pause a moment in the street 
Ere entering the door. 

They have heard the well-known rat- 
tat-tat, 

And round the portal crowd, 
Alice^ and Tom, and Ben, and Kate 

"With welcomes long and loud. 

The baby e*en begins to crow, 
And stretches out to come, 

While fat old Carlo is not slow 
To greet my coming home. 

My wife has set my easy chair 
By the fireside warm and snug, 

My slippers, too, are standing there 
On the soft yielding rug. 

The toast is browning on the stand, 
Andjjwith my tea-cup by, 

I think not one in all the land 
Is happier than I. 
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lSlobi> astmO of doming:* 

LOW, wind of morning, swift and free ; 
And fest along thy track 
Bear me in safety o'er the sea, 
To love and friendship back. 

I see as in a mirror fair 
A cottage near the shore ; 

A happy child, with flaxen hair. 
Is playing by the door. 

A shaggy dog with half-closed eyes 
Is watching near the «pot. 

Where a tiny infant sleeping lies 
In its little hammock cot. 

And bending o'er that baby bed. 
With kisses soft and warm. 

Her tresses o'er the pillow spread, 
I see a woman's form. 

Anon some impulse she obeys, 

Opens the casement wide. 
And seaward looks, with longing gaze. 

Then sadly turns aside. 

Blow, wind of morning, swift and free. 

Bear me across the brine 
Unto the blest reality — 

That cottage home is mine. 
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2r|pe JFnxnatt, 

|HE furnace stands on yon rocky height 
In the broad mid-day and the dark mid- 
night 
Elinging around a fitful light. 

Seen in the country for miles away 

In the evening shades and the morning grey, 

Cheering the sight with its welcome ray, 

By day it paleth to ghastly gleams, 

Faint as the ray of the moonlight seems 

In the unquenched glow of the sunset beams ; 

But like the moon when the day hath set 
And the twilight fades and the stars are met, 
Brighter it grows and ruddier yet. 

Tou might deem it a beacon set by the sea. 
Or the work of some vile incendiary, 
Or the bivouac fire of an enemy, 
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THE FURNACE. 

Or that war's red banner were waving there 
Flaunting and flouting the mid-night air 
On the walls of some castle grim and bare ; 

J3ut nor bivouac fire nor beacon bright, 
Nor war's red banner nor work of spite 
Is that flame which glows on yon rocky height. 

Ah ! no, for that massive tower doth hold 
The sparkling earnest of wealth untold, 
Bubbling and boiling like molten gold. 

Than molten gold more precious I trow 

Is that stream which runs with a crimson flow 

Lighting the night with a ruddy glow. 

Q-rand it looks as the shining flood 

Comes rushing forth like a stream of blood, 

And the fields are lit for many a rood 

In the brilliant light of the bubbling " cast," 
And the swarthy workmen flitting past. 
In the deafening roar of the mighty blast ; 

And the silvery sparks in quick showers fiy, 
And hear the great engine sob and sigh 
Like some monster in its death agony. 
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THE FURNACE, 

There is treasure in yon red flood I ween 
Bathing the hills and the yallies green 
And cottage and farm in its silver sheen. 

On ey^ry hand 'neath the rich red soil 
lieth the worth of a city's spoil 
Awaiting only the hand of toil. 

Nature hath given to man the key 
Of her wide exhaustless treasury, 
And it needs but labour's alchemy 

To open and use her bounteous stores 
And turn into wealth as precious ores 
As are found on Australia's golden shores. 

Our hills and plains in the coming days 
Shall echo the swarthy toiler's lays, 
And the vallies be steeped in the reddening 
blaze 

Of flaming towers on each rocky height. 

Flinging around a gladdening light 

In the broad mid-day and the dark mid-night. 



The above Poem was written some years ago, when only one smelting 
fiunaoe was built in the neighbourhood of WeUingborough. 
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HE walk of all others I deem tlie most sweet 
Is the footpath that winds through the 
ripening wheat, 
In the beautiful evenings of lovely July, 
When the long summer day scarce fades out of 
the sky. 

The towering stems so taper and tall 
On the right and the left, hem me in like a wall ; 
And the great yeUow ears, so fuU and so fat, 
Tap my face and my hands vrith a pleasant "pit-pat." 

The children delight in its mazes to play, 
And hide in the corn from their fellows away. 
Or plunge in its depths unconscious of blame 
To pluck the red poppies with petals aflame. 

Tou may hear in the twilight the partridge's cry, 
And see the swift hare like a shadow flit by ; 
While away in the distance or seemingly near 
The note of the corn-crake falls harsh on the ear. 
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THB PATH THROUGH THE WHEAT, 

On your way through the wheat it is grand to be- 
hold, 
As it yields to the breezes in billows of gold, 
"Wave rolling on wave in sweet music they move, 
And break on the ear like the whispers of love. 

Young maids and their lovers I often meet there. 

And though narrow the pathway they seem not to 
care: 

As sideways I turn me, to let them pass on, 

They bring to my memory the days that are gone. 

Sometimes the fierce tempest breaks there in its 

wrath, 
Then the ears all entangled encumber the path : 
Dank and drooping they fall 'neath tbe pitiless rain, 
As the conquered are smote on the battle's red 

plain. 

'Tis pleasant to stray by the river's calm tide ; 
To clamber at will up the hill's rounded side ; 
To roam the dim aisles of the woodland retreat ; 
But the walk I love most is the path through the 
wheat. 
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ttate* 

HERE'S Bome one coming down tlie path 
Toward the garden gate, 
I wonder now who it can be 
That's coining here so late. 

Oh ! mother I forgot to say, 
That Eeuben at the mill 
Has promised me a bunch of flowers, 
To grace my window sill. 

I hear the clicking of the latch, 
'Twere wrong to make him wait, 
I'll put my bonnet on and run 
Down to the garden gate. 

Her mother smiled a gentle smile, 
As off the maiden sped. 
And not a soul was there to hear 
What Kate and Eeuben said. 

I know that when she held the flowers 
That night unto her breast. 
No happier maid than pretty Kate 
A downy pillow pressed. 

Ere summer fled the gentle maid 
Was wed for good or ill. 
And Kate, the bonny village lass, 
Is inistress at the mill. 
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MONO- the prickly brambles, 
Hedge-roses white and red, 
To the beautiful June sunshine 
Their scented petals spread. 

And groups of happy children, 
In the breezy summer moms, 

Ravish the topmost briars, 
Unmindful of the thorns. 

Ah me ! I well remember, 
The summer moms of old. 

The crowfoot-covered meadow^s, 
Spread like a sea of gold. 

The brambles where the roses 

In rich profusion hung, 
The shouts of my companions, 

The happy artless song. 

Our bleeding briar-torn fingers. 
The short sharp cries of pain, 

ITollowed by ringing laughter, 
I see, and hear again. 

The hand of Time hath changed us, 
To stem hard featured men. 

We have gathered fewer roses. 
And sharper thorns since then. 
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HEEE supple osiers droop ar6uiid 
A water-hollowed nook, 
The lowshot with a merry bound 
Leaps in the meadow brook. 

Summer and winter, spring and fall, 
Tou may hear its pleasant flow, 

As it glideth down the sloping wall 
Into the depths below. 

Oft I have sat me down beside 
The margin green and cool. 

And listless watched its silver tide 
Fall in the seething pool. 

Sometimes it dwindles to a rill. 
And o'er the slippy way. 

Heedless of near impending ill, 
Bare-footed urchins stray. 
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THE LOWSHOT, 

« 

And then its yoice is scarcely heard, 

So low it is and mild, 
Soft as the twitter of a bird, 

Or the whimper of a child. 

"While the river floweth idly by 

Unto the neighboring mill, 
Where the heavy stones no longer ply, 

And the mighty wheel is stiU. 

Anon with wild unrest it roars. 
And thunders down the steep, 

Dashing itself agaiast the shores 
With a fierce maddened leap ; 

A foaming cataract whose course, 
Nought hinders or impedes. 

Heard from afar its murmurs hoarse 
Boom sullen o'er the meads. 

None then may stem its boiling waves, 
Or cross the dangerous path, 

As white and wan it foams and raves 
Like a maniac in his wrath. 

I love it in its every mood, 

A gentle summer rill. 
Or fretted by the winter's flood. 

The lowshot near the mill. 



65 




2rfie &ttppitiq Stones. 

HE stepping stones across the brook, 
How many years have fled, 
Since over them my way I took 
With light elastic tread. 

I stand beside them once again. 
Watching the brooklets flow ; 

Life's morning had just risen then, 
The night is coming now. 

Tet there they lie as in the days 
When from our village school, 

I and my schoolmates took our ways 
Across the brawling pool. 

Or haply standing on the side. 
The rounded pebbles tost. 

Into the shallow rippling tide, 
To plash them as they crossed. 
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THE STEPPING STONES. 

There are the same old polished stones 

Imbedded in the ground, 
Blanched in the sunshine white as bones, 

Their sides all lichen-bound. 

The gudgeons in the shallows lie 

Sunning their backs of gold, 
The minnows flit like shadows by, 

Just as they did of old. 

I see reflected in the stream, 

As through a misty haze, 
Or in some half-forgotten dream. 

The scenes of other days. 

And to and fro from shore to shore, 

I see as in a glass, 
The friends I knew and loved of yore. 

Before my vision pass. 

A schoolboy full of hoyden glee. 
Skipping from stone to stone, 

Familiar seems the face to me. 
And very like my own. 

A maiden radiant as the morn. 

Trips daintily along, 
A mother in whose arms is borne 

A little child and young. 
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TiiE STEPPING STONES, 

A woodman stout, with visage brown, 
Bearing his winter's hoard. 

Just as th^ red sun goeth down, 
Gomes trudging through the ford. 

A youth disdainful of their aid 
Goes plashing through the wet. 

In vain for him the stones were laid 
Over the rivulet. 

A traveller upon the road 

Pauses beside the brink, 
Unslings his cumbrous heavy load, 

And stoops him down to drink. 

An aged dame in kirtle red, 
Beneath the years bent low, 

Goes tottering o'er the streamlet's bed, 
With feeble steps and slow. 

All these I see and many more, 

Dear long departed ones, 
Thronging to either grassy shore, 

By the old stepping stones. 
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|HE highway of thought is under the waves, 
Over rocks and reefs and the deep sea 
caves, 
And storm-broken wrecks and mariners' graves. 

Over the sands and the sounding beach, 
Hundreds and hundreds of leagues at a stretch — 
A marvellous, matchless organ of speech. 

Under the currents that come and go. 
And the rolling tides as they ebb and flow, 
It rests in the awful depths below. 

Bosomed in sea-flelds dank and green. 
Where vision of mortal never hath seen, 
And plummet before had never been. 

The white-lipped billows bellow and roar. 
Above where it lies on the ocean's floor. 
Binding the countries shore to shore. 
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THE ATLANTIC CABLE, 

Orer the shallows and shoals and deeps, 
Where the dolphin sports and leviathan sleeps, 
And the waters rave and the tempest sweeps. 

On its errand of peace the good ship flew. 
To bind two worlds in a union true 
Of brotherly love — ^the old and the new. 

Earnest of blessings to man untold. 

Is that chain more precious than purest gold. 

Linking together the new and the old : — 

The old like an honoured patriarch sire, 
The new like a youth with a heart of fire, 
IHill of high resolve and noble desire ; 

The old with judgment enlightened and clear, 
The ripened experience of many a year, 
And its thousand memories holy and dear ; 

The new with its limitless vast domain 
Of mountain and river and la£e and plain, 
And treasures of oil and wine and grain. 

From that tiny seed in old ocean's bed 
The fibres of love shall spring and spread, 
And bosoms unborn be nourished. 

Time nor impedes, nor the yawning space ; 
Quicker than thought from place to place, 
Man speaks to his fellow as face to face. 
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THE ATLANTIC CABLE, 

• 

Across the gulph tliat divides the lands, 
The peoples shall clasp their friendly hands, 
And strengthen love's ever-growing bands. 

Swift as the vsdnd, or the lightning fleet, 
Heart unto heart shall responsive beat. 
And nation to nation good news repeat. 

That slender chain is a peerless prize. 
In its strands the might of an army Ues, 
To reform and revolutionize. 

Inert as a stone in its native bed, 
Cold as the corse of the buried dead. 
In the slimy ooze lies the slender thread ; 

Yet beneath that inert and cold repose, 

Eastward and westward the life tide flows 

And the heart of a great world throbs and throes, 

May it vibrate never to discord's jar. 
Ne'er may the language of vengeful war 
The still small voice of its music mar. 

Girdle of beauty for earth to wear ; 
Circlet for Peace on her brows to bear ; 
Treasure for ocean to guard with care. 

Crowning reward of noble endeavour, 
Strong bond of union, ne'er may it sever. 
But bind the nations in love for ever. 
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IX brave ringers, stalwart and strong, 
Stand on the belfry floor, 
Eadi with his foot in a leathern thong. 
And a group of loiterers, old and young. 
Crowd round the oaken door. 



Six old bells with their lips of brass 

Are ringing a roundelay : 
And backward and forward the long ropes pass 
Or lie on the floor in a tangled mass. 

On the pavement cold and grey. 

Pixed to the wall is a tablet old. 

Telling in doggerel rhyme 
Of the prowess of six stout ringers bold. 
Who now lie stark in the churchyard cold, 

Deaf to the sweetest chime. 

They deem their task but a burthen light. 

Bravely they ring and well ; 
Each one stretched to his manly height, 
Then bowing, as Samson did in his might, 

"When the heathen temple fell. 
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THE RINGERS, 

JSTo cliil4i9li toys are the cumbrous bells, 

With tbeir deep, dark, open throats : 
And the stirring music that in them dwells, 
The power of sturdy men compels, 
Ere they yield their tuneful notes. 

Puny hands might attempt in vain 

To keep them under controul ; 
Like beaglies in leash they tug and strain. 
Or steeds that chafe 'neath the bridle rein. 

Impatient to reach the goal. 

Up in their chambers overhead 

Battles the clinking gear ; 
You list, with a feeling akin to dread. 
At the clamour enough to waken the dead. 

That are soundly sleeping near. 

Sweet together their tones are blent 
As they swing them to and fro ; 

At every sally the air is rent ; 

And the boom of each grand instrument 
Makes the steeple throb and throe. 

Many a mile o'er the country wide 

Are their mighty voices heard ; 
Many a breast by the ingle-side 
On this cold December even-tide, 
Ta its inmost depths is stirred ; 
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THE RINGERS, 

IPor are they not ringing the old year out 

And the new year in to-night ? 
Sending abroad a warning shout, 
Telling, in every changing bout, 
Of old Time's resistless flight — 

Telling aU earthly joys take wing, 

And fade like the dying year : 
Saying this truth in their every swing, 
" The hand of change is on everything. 
And nought is abiding here." 

Swooning away in the midnight gale 

O'er the landscape white and frore ; 
Pading at last to a dying wail 
The requiem floats over hill and dale. 
For the year that is no more. 

Peal sudden out to the -wintry skies 

The bells with jubilant din ; 
Calm on Time's bosom the old year lies^ 
Never again from the past to rise : 

They are ringing the New Tear in. 
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gn^e <9I9 ffiratiOame« 

HE old grandame — over seventy — 
With her vmnkled kindly face, 
Sits at yon cottage window 
Making her pillow-lace. 



She weareth an ample bonnet, 
And her gown is made of stuff,— 

In whose deep, capacious pocket, 
Lieth a box of snuff. 

She hath used the same great " glasses " 

More years than I can tell ; 
Green baize is round the earbits 

Of their frame of tortoise-shell. 

Since first I can remember 
I have seen her sitting there — 

"Working from morn tiU evening — 
In that old rush-bottomed chair. 
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THE OLD GRANDAME, 

Ton may hear a pleasant rattle 
As you pass the window by, 

As the long thin yellow fingers 
Among the bobbins ply. 

Her pillow is large and cumbrous, 

Pockets on either side ; 
And her scores of spangled bobbins 

Are her delight and pride : 

Beads of all shapes and colours, 

And bugles old and rare ; 
Tokens, and groats of sHver, 

And ancient coins are there ; 

Making a gentle music, 

As beneath her labours grow 

" Downs " of delicate net-work 
White as the winter's snow. 

Ton would hardly think those fingers- 
Fumbling the pins among- " 

Could weave such a delicate fiftbric. 
So fragile, yet so strong. 

She toileth on winter eyenings 
By the light of her precious flask ; 

She says it is sin to be idle. 
And deems not labour a task. 
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The old grandamM. 

Then the flame from her twinkling taper 

Fallfl with reflected ray, 
As a star in the midnight darkness 

Lighteth the traveller's way. 

There she will sit, with her pillow 
Propt with a wooden " maid ;" 

All, save the ray on her parchment, 
Cast into sombre shade. 

Sometimes her wheel she reaches 
From the shelf above her head, 

And her bobbins she deftly windeth 
With spotless gimp and thread : 

In its drawers are hanks of cotton. 
Spare bobbins and parchment rolls, 

« Fanny," and « Joey," and « Patty," 
Pricked out on the narrow scrolls. 

On a card beneath a napkin 

Her precious lace is rolled ; 
And pins stick round by hundreds, 

Tellow and bright as gold. 

There— standing in the corner 
!3eneath her crockery shelf — 

Is her brown old-fashioned yard-wand, 
Honest and true as herself. 
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7HE OLD GRANDAME, 

The old grandame loves to prattle 
Of the good old times gone by, 

When lace ^as worth the making, 
And the worker's wage was high. 

No husband now nor children 
Hath the worthy grandame got : 

All dead save her darling grandson, 
He gardens her little plot. 

She will tell you, aye ! to an hour — 
Though thirty years have sped, 

Since there in the upper chamber 
Her dear good man lay dead ; 

How she mourned from thence a widow ; 

And of her children twain : 
How the lad went for a soldier, 

And came not back again ; 

And how her only daughter 
Married, and pined, and died. 

Blessing, with dying blessing, 
The first-bom at her side. 

So prattles and toils the grandame, 
As she sits in her wonted place 

In the old thatched cottage yonder. 
Making her pillow-lace. 
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Aioas' to t^t Hunt. 

WAT to the hunt ! the mom is fair, 
The breeze from the south is blowing ; 
On covert and field through the misty air 
The sun like a furnace is glowing. 

Beneath the elms by the old park waU, 

Awaits us a cordial greeting ; 
Ah ! under the limbs of those giants tall 

Bikth been many a merry meeting. 

The crimson coats are gathering now, 

See beauty yonder advancing, 
With a smiling brow and health aglow, 

The sportsman's joy enhancing. 

Complete is the goodly company. 
The steeds for the chase are longing. 

The hounds are whining impatiently. 
And round the huntsman thronging. 

Away to the covert ! the pack is in, 

Out flieth the hare in terror ; 
Hie Juno back ! and a deep wealed skin 

Eemindeth the hound of her error. 

79 



AlVAV TO THE HINT, 

We know by that cry the game is found, 

Welcome the musical token ; 
The bay of the hound and the horn's dear sound, 

Proclaim that covert is broken. 

Oh ! what is so dear to sportsmen's souls 
As the cry of the hounds' deep chorus, 

As over the field its cadence rolls 
In music rich and sonorous. 

Old Reynard is off, the wind at his back. 
In his eye there is terror and cunning ; 

Hie ! speed for thy life, the merciless pack 
staunch as death in thy wake is running. 

'Tis a chase for life, foes hungry and dire 
Are close on thy track this morning, 

Strong, mettlesome steeds that rarely tire, > 
And riders all obstacles scorning. 

Hark away ! our horses are giving us proofs 
Of endurance, high courage, and breeding, 

Though they sink in deep furrows o'er fetlocks 
and hoofs. 
Like birds on the wing we are speeding. 

TaUyho ! over pasture and valley and hill, 

Over fields where the com is fresh springing, 
Over hedges and ditches they leap with a will, 
% Though the foam to their withers is clinging. 
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Api^av to the HVNi, 

On the skirts of the coppice awhile we halt, 
For cmming old Eeynard has " doubled ; 

The himt is baffled, the hounds at fault. 
The brow of the huntsman is troubled. 



Hark ! they open again ; away once more, 

His doom he is only delaying ; 
As we bound o'er the pasture's springy floor 

Our horses with gladness are neighing. 

Hurrah for the death ! we have sighted him now. 
Fast down on his track we are bearing ; 

See, he gallantly tumeth his face to the foe 
With desperate courage and daring. 

In vain ! in vain ! sharp struggle but short. 
And the hounds his life-blood are drinking ; 

The horn of the huntsman sounds out his mort, 
He dies as the sun is sinking. 
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EAUTIFUL toys for girls and boys ! 
Hark ! to the drawling cry 
Of the tramper toyman in the street, 
As he slowly passes by. 

Prom court and alley the children run, 

An ever increasing train, 
Laughing and shouting " the windmill man" 

Has come to the town again. 

Beautiful toys ! and the welcome tones 

Of the long monotonous drawl ; 
As they roll from his strong well-seasoned lungs, 

On their ears like music fall. 

In the canvass wallett behind his back. 

In the basket slung before ; 
And in his large brown sunburnt hands, 

He carries his tempting store. 
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BEAUTIFUL TOYS, 

Merrily, cheerily, round and ronnd, 

Flutter the gaudy things 
In the hreeze of the beautiful summer mom, 

Like butterflies' painted wings. 

Though smutched his face and mean his dress, 
And unkempt his straggling hair, 

A genii good he seems in the eyes 
Of the younkers gathered there ; 

As he vends his toys for the smallest coins, 

Or relics of broken glass, 
Or doctors' bottles, old pewter spoons. 

Or nuggets of copper or brass. 

Beautiful toys ! and the well-known sound 

Brings a regretful sign ; 
And oh ! for the joys t]^at can come no more. 

And the days that are gone by. 
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W,a^ ffM i^fo EoaS to Bean 

ACH heart that beats has its own load to 
bear 

Of this world's sorrow ; 
Take up the cross and burthen of its care 
With each to-morrow. , 

Not mine nor thine the greatest, nor our path 

Through life most dreary, 
Many a brother on his journey hath 

A way as weary, 

If thou art struggling on toward the gaol. 

Many who started 
Have fallen by the wayside, sick at soul 

And broken-hearted. 

If in the shipwreck yet was reached the shore 

With strong endeavour ; 
Some who were with thee, 'mid the tempests roar, 

Were sunk for ever. 
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EACH HAS HIS LOAD TO BEAR, 

Was only here and there a star to mark 

Thy pathway given ; 
Others have trod it when thick clouds and dark 

Veiled all the heaven. 

None is so hampered with his load but can 

Yet aid another ; 
Lighten the burthen of his fellow man, 

And weaker brother. 

Each bosom woe, each inward agony 

And groan of anguish ; 
The keenest pangs of human misery 

'Neath which we languish 

Were felt by One who knows our feeble frame, 

And holds the guerdon, 
For them that bravely bear the cross and shame 

Of this life's burden. 





IE Eeginald is wed to-day, 
And in the ancient hall 
Whose walls with centuries are grey, 

Eejoice hoth great and small. 

For there are met his tenantry 

To greet the happy pair ; 
Wide are the lands of Abbotslee, — 

Sir Eeginald the heir. 

As from the church this joyous mom 

His lady fair he brought ; 
I wonder was his bosom torn, 

With one remorseful thought ? 

For close beside the gravelled way, 

Near where his footsteps fell. 
There is the grave of Ellen May, 

Last year ttie village " belle." 

But why the lovelight fled her eyes. 

And hope, her gentle breast ; 
Why in her early grave she lies. 

Sir Eeginald knows best. 
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CAN just remember the morning 
They told me mother was dead, 
She had died iat the hour of midnight, 
And was gone to heaven they said. 

They led me to where she was lying, 
In her chamber so white and wan, 

I thought she was only sleeping, 
But they whispered me, "she was gone." 

I wondered with childish wonder. 
Why my father was weeping so. 

Till then I never had seen him. 
With looks of such utter woe. 

I could not then comprehend it, 

I was only just over three. 
To see the whole household crying, 

And I cried for company. 
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WHEN MOTHER LAY DEAD, 

The curtains at all the windows 

Were drawn day after day, 
And never a one of my playmates 

Came near me to romp and play. 

Till one tnoming my father took me 
To where my mother lay dead, 

And the sweetest flowers of our garden 
Were lying around her head. 

Strange footsteps upon the staircase — 
The shuffling of many feet — 

The great bell of the steeple tolling, 
A procession along the street. 

I think of it often and often, 
And sometimes wish that instead 

Of bearing life's burthen of sorrow, 
I had died when my mother lay dead. 
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91 9otitmiriMn« 

OMAN'S love^is like the sea 
In its great immensity, 
All its depths nnfathomed yet ; 
Man's a shallow rivulet. 

Both are of immortal birth, 
But in man's, the dregs of earth 
Taint the else unsullied stream, 
Shadows dim the heavenly beam. 

Woman's is the crowning gem. 
In affection's diadem ; 
Bearing with a smile the cross. 
Ere its idol suffer loss. 

As the dawn is to the noon. 
As the stars are to the moon. 
In the azure vault above, 
Such is man's to woman's love. 

As the light is to the dark. 
Steady flame to fitful spark. 
Summer bland to winter cold. 
Base alloy to virgin gold. 

As the breath of sunny June, 
To the breeze of winter's noon. 
Sweet perfumes to scentless flowers, 
Such is woman's love to ours. 
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LOVE a little maiden, 

Beautiful to see ; 
Fairer than all others 
Seemeth she to me. 

Eyes as brown as hazel, 

Hazel-brown her hair, 

Palling down in clusters 

0*er her forehead fair. 

« 

Low she is in stature, 

And her tiny feet 
As she runs to meet me, 

Sound like music sweet. 

Pickle oft and froward, 
Prowning now and then, 

• 

Just as wayward maidens 
Frown on other men. 
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/ LOVE A LITTLE MAIDEN. 

Plying to my bosom, 

And ere I can speak, 
With a wealth of kisses 

Smothering each cheek. 

She has not a trouble, 

But I feel the smart ; 
I have scarce a pleasure, 

But she shares a part. 

Ne'er a secret lurketh 

In her guileless breast ; 
All she can she tells me. 

And I guess the rest. 

Oft we walk together, 

Bare she says me *' nay,'* 
Or in cold December, 

Or in sunny May. 

Heedless where we wander. 

She is not afraid ; 
Eoaming in the sunshine, 

Besting in the shade. 

Sometimes when aweary 

To my arms she'll creep. 
And with heart confiding 

Gently fall asleep. 
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J LOVM A LITTLE MAIDEN, 

Then I sit and watch her' 

As she lieth there ; 
Thinking ne'er another 

Maiden half so fair. 

So we go together, 

Parting every night, 
Meeting on the morrow 

With the morning light. 

She so gay and merry, 

I so staid and grave ; 
She my little mistress, 

I her willing slave. 

Soft ! I hear a footstep 
Pattering o'er the floor ; 

Little hands are gently 
Tapping at itiy door. 

'Tis my pretty Nelly, 

And my bosom warms. 
As my little daughter 

Flieth to my arms. 
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StatieDr to fieatj^. 

TAEVED to death in a Christian land, 
Not a soul to render a helping hand ; 
Cast as a wreck on the treacherous sand. 



Starved to death ! lost hopelessly 
As a shipwrecked sailor lost at sea, 
Or one in the desert of Araby. 

Starved to death for the want of bread, 
While the fowls of the air are daily fed, 
And the soulless brutes are nourished. 

Starved to death ! the mother who brought 

Him into the world but little thought 

His life would be with such sorrow fraught. 

Starved to death ! not a single day 
But weeks of gaunt hunger's slow decay. 
Consumed the poor wretch's life away. 

Starved to death ! not a crumb to spare 
For him as he pined in his cottage bare. 
Wrestling with want and grim despair. 
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STARVED TO DEATiL 

Starved to death ! and can such things be, 
That a man should perish through poverty 
In this land of wealth and luxuiy ? 

Starved to death ! that poor wasted form 

Awaiting corruption and the worm, 

Might have been with life's quick pulses warm. 

Starved to death ! why the very stones 

Might cry, " for shame," o'er that heap of bones, 

Which a harsh neglectful world disowns. 

Starved to death ! such a pitiful thing 

To a stoic's eyes might the tear-drops bring. 

And from breasts of steel compassion wring. 

Starved to death ! black social crime ! 

That a man should thus die in his manhood's 

prime. 
In the depth of the cruel winter time ! 

Starved to death ! what an awful end ! 
Eaiment, nor food, nor warmth, nor friend ; 
Shame such a record should e'er be penned. 

Starved to death ! how pinched, and wan, 
Those features marred with starvations ban ; 
God ! what a fate for a fellow man ! 

Starved to death ! from heaven's holy light 
The accusing corse bury out of sight ; 
Hide it in dai'kness blacker than night. 
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stnpti&e ^ioniwts. 



DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS, 




N a secluded comer on the farm 

Nestles the sheep-hurk sheltered from 

the wind: 

In front the glebe, a turnip field behind. 

Within its stubble walls lie soft and warm 

The ewes and tender lambs housed from the storm : 

There is a mud hut of the rudest kind 

The shepherd there to restless nights resigned, 

Watches and guards his woolly charge from harm. 

He and his shaggy dog year after year 

(Eaithful to duty both) may there be found 

In lambing-time, when the shrill piping sound 

Of new-bom March, whines o'er the landscape 
drear. 

He grudgeth not his labour for he knows 

The growing days shall biing him wished repo«^e. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS, 




ECATJSE life's noon is past, and here and 
there 
A wrinkle is inscribed upon my brow, 
They say that I am going downhill now ; 
But 'tis not so, the years but upward bear 
To nobler heights and prospects yet more fair. 
I catch the radiance of the morning's glow 
While yet is darkness in the vale below, 
Clearer my vision and more pure the air. 
Sorrow not always comes with silver hairs, 
Nor joyless days with frail decripitude ; 
The spirit then with inner strength renewed 
"Will often rise superior to earth's cares. 
Tears are the steps that lead to heights more 

clear, 
The way grows plainer as the end is near. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS. 




Ntgiit 

jOMELY is night, and beautiful and chaste; 
When twilight dies and the brief even- 
tide, 

She steppeth &om her chamber like a bride, 

And with hushed steps walks up the darksome 
waste, 

To do her homage the swifb planets haste, 

The crowding stars throng all the concave wide, 

And the great moon looks o'er the mountain side 

As she walks forth with queenly beauty graced. 

A zone of blazing orbs yclept by men 

The " milky way " encircles her about ; 

Prom heaven's high towers the beacon lights flash 

out. 
And growing glories crowd upon the ken. 
! moon and stars ! and planets heavenly fair ! 
How great the power that set, and keeps ye there. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS. 




HEAE the Eobin on the apple tree 

Twittering his matins with melodious 
triU, 

Sweet as the ripple of a meadow rill ; 

Though mute be all the feathered choir, yet he 

Morning and eve will sing a song for me, 

"When the keen wintry blasts blow loud and shrill, 

A few poor crumbs upon the window-sill 

The only guerdon of his melody. 

But for the Eobin's song no sign were left, 

Nor sweet remembrancer of brighter days ; 

Home were less homely but for his soft lays, 

Winter more bleak and drear of them bereft. 

Come eat thy fill, ah ! would that I could feed 

As easily, each one that suffers need. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SOXAETS, 




|HAT a delightful landscape meets my gaze, 
A living picture lovely and complete ; 
The lambs are gamboling around my feet, 
The river wantons on through devious ways, 
And musical the air with songs of praise, 
Some hidden violets ravishingly sweet, 
With their dear welcome fumes my senses greet. 
Calling to my remembrance other days. 
Ton the old lodge encircled by the farm, 
Close by its doorway grows the scented briar ; 
O'er the horizon peeps the ancient spire 
And gives unto the scene an added charm. 
While the bright cheering sunshine lends its aid 
Giving diversity of light and shade. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SOMNETS. 




OW great the pleasure is at close of day, 
"When from th^ west the evening planet 
peeps, 

And o'er the landscape the hushed twilight creeps, 
To wander from the busy town away, 
By hedgerows covered o'er with scented May, 
And listen while each lesser songster sleeps. 
Unto the russet Nightingale that keeps 
Its nightly vigil on the hawthorn spray. 
Thou wondrous songster ! sweet beyond compare 
The fitful tones which tremble on thy tongue : 
Thy liquid numbers swoon upon the air. 
And vibrate strangely the heart's chords among ; 
Joy, sorrow, love, and pity are expressed 
Out of the depths of thy o'erflowing breast. 
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b^SCRlPTlVE SOXNETS, 




ILENT I stood and watched the Nightin- 
gale, 

Perched on the top of an emblossomed 
spray, 

Singing at eventide his wondrous lay, 

And maryelled that so loud and sweet a note 

Could e'er be uttered by that little throat. 

The sound whereof pervaded all the dale. 

Seeming to permeate the scented gale, 

And float in liquid melody away. 

The rich full music of his warbling tongue 

Came from his heart's o'erflowing happiness : 

Not one gay plume in all his homely dress 

To mark him as the peerless prince of song ; 

Till up the valley crept night's vaporous chill, 

Tireless I stood, to hear ; and listened still. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS. 




K a fork'd spray in the tall liawthom 

hedge, 
"When April buds are bursting into 

leaves, 
The Chaffinch her snug habitation weaves, 
A fitting dwelling for love's mutual pledge. 
The framework is of hay and bits of sedge, 
Whereon a stucco of dead moss is hung. 
Soft as an infant's couch ere it receives 
Its tender occupant it is within, 
"With feathers lined and wool and threads of hair, 
And tiny shreds of soft fresh gathered moss, 
And scraps of down, yielding as silken floss 
Wrought with an instinct unto mind akin. 
There in a palisade of thorns among 
She drops her spotted eggs and rears her young. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS, 




|N the dim twilight of the early mom, 
Ere the deep shadows of black night 
had fled, 

While yet the lark was in his dewy bed, 
And the sweet blackbird nestled in the thorn. 
And night's big tears hung on the springing corn ; 
O'er the soft meads all flower-carpeted 
Stole gently, smiling " May," on tiptoe tread 
And claimed her own ere ruddy day was born. 
A mighty chorus jubilant and high 
Broke with the morning o'er the dew-sprent plain ; 
The woods and wilds with music rang again. 
And echo answered back a sweet reply. 
The joyaunt sound went up to heaven's blue dome, 
E'en April wept for joy that May was come. 
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Descriptive sonnets. 




IS a brave sight to see the miller's team, 
Winding its way along the turnpike 
road; 

The mighty wain creaking beneath its load : 
The brasses on the well-kept harness gleam 
Like bits of gold, reflecting back each beam 
0' the morning sun : the large-limbed teamster 

stands 
(Of shoulders broad and frame of massive build) 
Upon the footboard ; in«his great brown hands 
The whip and reins, urging with frequent cracks 
His stately stepping beasts ; the waggon filled 
Tier upon tier with heaps of weighty sacks. 
Leaves in the quaking road its heavy tracks. 
Eumbling along the highway bare and brown. 
Slowly it passes to the neighbouring town. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS, 




^^t Situt vuott 

found it one bright February day 
In the low bottom of a hawthorn hedge, 
Hid among withered leaves and tangled 
sedge, 
A shred of life amid the year's decay. 
I needs must, child like, tarry by the way, 
And from the hedge row pluck the fragrant thing ; 
Fast to my hands the wounding thorns did cling 
As if to guard spring's first delicious pledge. 
How changeless Nature's flowers ! perfect at first 
They need no change ; the petals, heavenly blue, 
Of this fair flower are of the self same hue 
As those which Time to ripened beauty nursed. 
Ere years had grown to ages ; and as grow 
The rolling cycles e'er the same as now. 
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DESCRIPTIVE 30NNEIS, 




PBING'S minstrels one by one come back 
again 
Until the tuneful chorus is complete : 
Soft as a well-tuned flute an echo sweet 
Bings through the vale and floats along the plain ; 
It is the cuckoo's note, the glad refrain 
Hills, leafy dales and hollow dells repeat. 
The dear old song quickens the pulse's beat 
And sends a thrill of joy through every vein. 
It may be childish that I love to hear 
The simple lay, or deem it worth a thought ; 
But to my ear the songs by nature taught 
Were ever those that I esteemed most dear. 
I do account her joys a constant feast, 
Nor is the cuckoo's lay among the least. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS, 



W^t l/Atlt. 




lST to the strains of yonder soaring lark ! 
See, he has risen from the clover bed 
And cleaves the air with glad uplifted 
head. 
Let us sit on the grass awhile and mark 
His upward flight to heaven's blue threshold ; hark ! 
To his all joy aunt song, with pinions spread 
Higher and higher still, 'by instinct led. 
To my strained sight he seems an atom dark, 
A lessening mote in the bright halls of space. 
Faint as an echo from the upper spheres 
His happy lay yet falleth in my ears : 
And now again his little form I trace ; 
Earthward he speeds swift as a falling stone, 
Pinished his song, his peerless carol done. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS. 




Summer jgtoon. 

[HE summer noon pours down its blazing 
beams ; 
The dancing mirage like a furnace glows, 
Like molten silver the broad river flows ; 
The air with myriad flitting midges teems ; 
Through woods umbrageous long white slanting 

gleams 
Like silvet arrows pierce the cool repose : 
The sun-burnt mower in the shadow throws 
His weary limbs and soon is lost in dreams. 
On the horizon hangs a filmy veil 
Finer than maidens at their marriage wear ; 
Across the sky the idle cloudlets sail 
Or in its clear blue depths lie anchored there. 
Yet fiercer still the fervid sunrays beat 
And nature lieth in a swoon of heat. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS. 




Wit JFosftil ^Ttimt. 

|HE voice of praise is sounding jubilant, 
The hills with joy, the vales with glad- 
ness ring ; 
'Twixt earth and heaven the soaring skylarks 

swing 
Trilling their old old harmonies, extant 
Ere Adam lived : the happy linnets chaunt 
Among the furze, throstles and blackbirds sing ; 
And on the hedgerows a glad twittering 
Of lesser birds complete the sweet descant. 
The fields praiikt out in their fresh greenery. 
Tall oxlips ripening amid the woods. 
The opening leaves, the rounded white-thorn buds, 
The purple swallows flitting o'er the lea. 
The world of insects, peopling air and plain ; 
^Proclaim the joyful time has come again. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS. 




HE narrow ancient bridge that strides 

the flood, 
Beared by the hand of some rude 

architect, 
Since first my memory can recollect 
Unchanged as nature's self there it hath stood, 
The same, unscathed by storms and tempests rude. 
When the green meads with summer flowers are 

decked. 
The glassy river doth its shape reflect ; 
And in its clear smooth mirror may be viewed 
As in a picture, moss grown wall and arch, 
Boys peering o'er the zig-zag parapet ; 
The buttresses, their sturdy shoulders set 
To break the rushing flood's resistless march. 
I love the dear old bridge, to me it brings 
The memory of many pleasant things. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS, 




LOYE to walk and sometimes sit beside 
Thy pleasant margin gentle river Nen ; 
A quiet pleasure steals upon me then, 
A joy to sons of riot e'er denied. 
The sweet soft music of thy babbling tide 
Is care's own lullaby, and, once' again 
Peelings akin to boyhood warm my breast ; 
As straggling sunbeams into dungeons glide. 
I know not why, but I am sure to come 
To thee in grief, as to a bosom friend : 
I turn to thee weary and soul-distrest 
As the lorn wanderer turns his steps to home.' 
What is the charm that lures I cannot tell, 
But oh ! ne'er broken be the mystic spell. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS. 




Wit Summer ^nnilis^t 

HE summer twilight on the landscape 
faUs; 
Home to his cottage hies the weary- 
clown, 
The timid partridge from the com field brown 
TTnto the brood of truant fledglings calls : 
In the green hedgerows thick umbrageous walls 
The songsters nestle in their beds of down : 
The mingled noises from the distant town 
Sound pleasantly: the twinkling glow-worm 

crawls 
From the dark sedge on to the gravelled road : 
Plits by the blinking bat on leathern wing ; 
The miUstream makes a drowsy murmuring, 
And soothing perfumes all the zephyrs load. 
The meads with incense roll and upward bear 
The sacrifice of Nature's evening prayer. 
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DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS, 




Nttttins Eimt. 

nutting season, bright and beautiful, 
The red September sun shines bland 
and warm; 

And in its rays the dancing midges swarm ; 
Let's to the woods the ripened nuts to cull 
And fi^om the hazels the brown clusters pull ; 
The squirrel flies his haunt in wild alarm, 
The fox his lair conscious of neighboring harm. 
Soft is the air and delicately cool. 
Where overhead the leafy branches twine. 
On either hand far as the eye can fetch. 
Like grand cathedral aisles long vistas stretch, 
Of oak, or ash, or elm, or gloomy pine. 
Fair sylvan scene though I from thee depart 
Tour pleasant memories will haunt my heart. 
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2n^^ Seifts^ 




BEAT oaken doors with iron bosses set, 
In their stem front like some huge 
massive shield 
By ancient warrior borne upon the field 
The entrance guards : as slowly on their hinges 
To the old hoary sexton's touch they yield ; 
Seen by the rays through slanting loopholes let, 
The dangling beU ropes with their coloured fringes; 
There a quaint tablet rich with grotesque fret, 
Becords the names and tells in homely rhyme, 
Of sturdy ringers who in olden time. 
Stood tireless at their posts hour after hour ; 
And with a nod rang through the famous peal 
Of " Grandsire Bob," until the ancient tower 
Did to its summit with the clamour reel. 
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SHTND the belfry door another door 
Low-browed and arched, with bolts and 
bars made strong, 
Leads to the chambers where the bells are hung. 
Through the wide fissures of the yawning floor 
You may discern them looming overhead, 
Each with its lips of brass and iron tongue ; 
And a strange feeling near akin to dread 
Quickens the pulse as the huge things are swung, 
Backwards and forwards by their mighty wheels ; 
Unto the gentlest touch obedient. 
Along the wall the restless pendulum steals 
jPor evermore ; its ticking strangely blent 
With the sweet echoes of each passing chime, 
That marks the restless onward march of time. 
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EOM the north-east the wind blows bitter 

cold, 

Tails the white drifting snow and arrowy- 
sleet : 

The moulded hailstones at the casements beat ; 

Tempestuous blasts sweep o'er the barren wold 

Or howl like hungry wolves around the fold : 

The cattle in the homestead's snug retreat, 

Miss the accustomed fields and herbage sweet, 

And hoary winter lords it uncontrolled. 

He lays his hand upon the river's breast, 

And at the touch its mighty heart is still : 

He plucks -the early flowers with fingers chill 

And tramples down the loveliest and best. 

In thicker flakes the snow begins to fall, 

And dense dun leaden clouds hang over all. 
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lELCOME sweet wand'rer, harbinger of 
Spring, 
My heart beats lighter at the sight of 
thee 
Skimming along the brook and o^er the lea ; 
Weaving the ether with thy purple wing ; 
Cheering the cottage with thy twittering ; 
Charming the homestead with thy minstrelsy. 
The peasant's children shout with joy to see 
Thy well-known form above the casement cling. 
I stand and watch thee, musing aU the while, 
And as I gaze fresh hopes within me rise ; 
And pleasant thoughts and sunny memories 
Bring to my cheek the olden happy smile. 
Hy thou swift herald o'er the smiling plain, 
TeU the glad news that Spring resumes her reign. 



U9 



DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS, 




BLESSED sleep ! in thy serene domain, 
The vsreary heart lays down its load of 
woe, 

And haunting cares awhile their claims forego : 
The fetters of the slave thou break'st in twain, 
And in thy kingdom he is free again. 
The monarch seeks thee oft with aching brow 
Craving the boon thou dost on all bestow. 
And bows to thee low as the toil-tired swain. 
Sorrow forgets her grief, and misery 
Sobs out its troubles on thy peaceful breast : 
Childhood and innocence there calmly rest ; 
E'en trembling guilt a refuge finds in thee. 
Come bless my couch, for thee mine eyelids wait. 
Mingle for me thy drowsy opiate. 
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HE air is sultry and the southern hearen 
With looming clouds looks ominous and 
black, 

Veiling the summer noonday's burning track : 
Sudden the vast concavity is riven, 
And the deep thunder bellows through the sky, 
And hollow valleys roll the echo back. 
Swifter than thought the lurid lightnings fly, 
And raves the tempest yet more angrily : 
Backed is the air with the commotion dire, 
While like the noise of mighty chariot wheels, 
The diapason of the deafening |peals 
PoUows the forked swift recurrent fire ; 
The trembling herds in terror quit the lea, 
And frighted flocks th' accustomed pastures flee. 
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etmifx^ nut nt SbtH^ntiU 

IHE clock strikes noon, and with a merry 

noise, 

Prom the old school-house door comes 
pouring out, 

A living stream, with laughter, song, and shout: — 

A score or two of healthy happy boys. 

The air is rent with their loud boisterous joys ; 

Satchels and caps are wildly tossed about ; 

Marbles and tops engage the thoughtless rout. 

And clamorous barterings of boyish toys. 

Anon the master with his thoughtftil face 

Locks up the school ; close following at his heels 

A truant, caned and kept, whose brow reveals 

In every lineament, his own disgrace. 

Ah ! happy lads, a few short years and then, 

Yours the stem duties and the cares of men. 
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03^ flitMi^^riiiilu 

|OBTH from their pasturage at early 
mom, 
Panting and bleating with affirighted 
look 

The flock is driven to the washing brook ; 
Their shaggy unkempt fleeces yet unshorn, 
Hanging about them soiled and bramble-torn : 
The plodding shepherd follows with his crook 
And yelping cur, down to the well-known nook 
"Where flocks were washed ere you or I were bom. 
A lane of hurdles to the water leads, 

Where in the dammed up stream the washer 

stands 
In a moored cask, and with remorseless hands 
Tumbles them in, nor all their bleating heeds. 
They utter their complaints with noisy throats. 
The water pouring from their draggled coats. 
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|0 bring the days of darkness back again, 

And Popery with all its empty show ; 

To fill this land with anarchy and woe. 

Arch traitors plotted with inventive brain, 

In secret places, that they might attain 

Their wicked ends, and at one dreadful blow, 

King, Lords, and Commons, in one overthrow 

Involve, and end for ever freedom's reign. 

But o'er them watched an eye that never slept, 

And in the moment when they fondly thought 

Their project ripe, brought all their schemes to 
nought, 

And this great state of ours in safety kept. 

"While the vile traitors' names in every age. 

Shall stand the blackest on our history's page. 
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|0W beautiful to roam along the beach 
In the warm sunshine on the yellow 
sand, 

And watch the babbling wavelets kiss the strand, 
With soft caress : far as the eye can reach 
I see the gulls, and hear their distant screech. 
The pleasure craft returning to the land 
Or putting out from shore : cliffs huge and grand 
On whose tall fronts is many a wave-torn breach. 
The towering lighthouse looking o'er the sea 
Beacon and guide to mariners at night. 
The quaint old crumbling ruin* on the height, 
The distant town ; all blend harmoniously 
Into a picture memory shall renew 
When time and distance hide the scene from view. 

* St. Edmund's Chapel. 
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Nortl^ampton W^^vxxa. 

jHOSE were these shrivelled hands, this 

withered shred 

Of poor mortality that meets my gaze ? 

This strange mysterious waif of ancient days, 

Sole relic of the long forgotten dead ? 

The centuries with soft land silent tread 

Have come and gone since through their veinous 
maze, 

Life's current found its course through devious 
ways, 

And with glad life the bounding pulses fed. 

They may have grasped a sceptre — held the reins 

Of a great empire long since passed away ; 

Haply have conquered in the bloody fray 

And led the beaten captives home in chains. 

All is conjecture, doubt, uncertainty ; 

They are a mystery without a key. 
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EBE they a tyrant's hands, whose cruel 
grip 
Was like the talons of a bird of prey ? 
A taskmaster's peihaps, beneath whose sway 
His feUows groaned. Haply they may have been 
The dainty fingers of an Eastern queen ; 
A maiden's perhaps, whereon some lover's lip 
Bested ere Thebes crumbled to decay, 
And ancient Egypt's fanes in ruin lay. 
Conjectures vain ! not mine the power to tell 
Their history ; 'neath centuries of dust 
Time hoards his secrets up and guards them well. 
And rarely will be cozened of his trust. 
The shadows of the ages on them rest. 
And aU is speculation at the best. 
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^^t Stttial of flit ^twc^ * 

|IED the old year worn out with length 

of days, 

And in the dreary midnight cold and 
dim, 

In time's dark sepulchre they buried him. 

The funeral torches were the fitful rays 

Of the mysterious stars, that pierced the haze 

Which like a pall over the world was spread, 

Dank as the cerements that enwrap the dead, 

Cold as when death his icy finger lays 

On the warm fluttering heart. "Went shuddering 

by 

The sobbing wind, pouring into my ears 
Its piteous ceaseless moans : clouds big with tears 
Like trains of mourners swept across the sky. 
Thus was he buried at the midnight lone, 
And o'er his sepulchre was rolled a stone. 
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lYEB the earth brooded black sullen night 
And a lost world in heathen darkness 

lay; 

Till in the East uprose the Morning Star, 
Fair herald of the fast approaching day, 
Flinging athwart the gloom a radiant light. 
The wondering nations saw it from afar 
Shining serene with calm and holy ray, 
And the glad Magi blest the welcome sight. 
On Bethlehem's plains were struck the angel-lyres 
To hymns of joy chanted by seraph tongues : 
Ah I happy shepherds they to hear such songs 
And catch the echoes of celestial choirs. 
Th' effulgence of that <' Morning Star" divine 
Into earth's darkest comers yet shall shine. 
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^^ Hope deferred maketk sick the hearV* 

|0 wait and long, and long and wait in 
vain 
Day after day, still failing to possess 
The thing we crave to bring us happiness ; 
To bear the inward agony and pain, 
To hope again, to be deceived again. 
To watch the waning light grow less and less, 
And fade in night that hath no ray to bless, 
Or glimmering star to comfort and sustain. 
This is the V hope deferred " that maketh sick 
The heart, and wounds the spirit with delay, 
That dims the eye and sows the locks with grey. 
And probes the bosom to the inmost quick. 
A canker in the bud, a ravenous bird, 
A slow consuming fire, is ** hope deferred." 



130 



SCRIPTURAL SONNETS. 




** 7he flattering mouth worketh ruin" 

lOBST of all enemies to man is he 
Who feeds the soul with hollow flat- 
teries ; 

Prom whose unrighteous lips drop gilded lies, 
Who sacrifices truth and honesty 
And independent action, but to be 
The thing all good and honest men despise : 
Who for the sake of some unworthy prize 
Will bow the neck and bend the supple knee ; 
Call folly wisdom, laud the barren jest. 
Extol deformity and vow 'tis fair, 
Beflect fool's smiles and meanest insults bear, 
A coward, spurned, a traitor when caressed. 
Fell poison bides beneath his tongue of guile. 
And ruin lurks in every specious smile. 
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**A soft answer iumeth away wratA" 

[BATH met with wrath is fael unto flame, 
But a soft answer will disarm it& rage. 
As oil the troubled waters will assuage. 
The syllables of gentleness will tame 
Fell anger sooner than harsh words of blame. 
Kindness, philosophy, and wisdom sage 
Shine in this proverb of the holy page. 
In every clime and age its truth the same. 
Wrath is a demon bom of hate and hell, 
And when it takes possession of the breast 
Vexes the spirit with a wild unrest, 
And love and mercy bid the heart farewell. 
Who opes the door and lets the traitor in, 
Wrongs his own soul and does a grievous sin. 
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" He that Icveth pleasure shall be a poor man" 

|E that is Inred by pleasure's syren wiles, 
And gives his heart to her soft witch- 
eries, 

Deeming her portals lead to paradise, 
May live to rue her false deceitful smiles : 
Necessity shall wait about his door 
And he and all his household shall be poor ; 
Mean paltry wants on every hand shall rise 
Embittering life and weakening nature's ties. 
Honour shall not be his, for she bestows 
Her smiles not on the frivolous and vain : 
In life's &ir prime his manhood's strength s hall 

wane, 
And sad reflection bring him many woes. 
From her seductive haunts turn thou away. 
Heed not her charms, she smiles but to betray. 
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" The time of the singing of the birds is come,^^ 

HE voice of music ev/Brywhere prevails, 
And earth and sky is resonant with song. 
On every passing gale is borne along 
Over the flowery meads and blushing dales, 
The burthen of a thousand amorous tales. 
In dells remote and budding woods among 
Love universal loosens every tongue, 
Sings on the hill-tops, murmurs in the vales. 
Ere morning wakes, and till the evening calm 
Breathes her soft lullaby, one ceaseless strain 
Of blended harmony swims o'er the plain. 
And skyward rolls in a grand glorious psalm. 
Sweet birds ! a happy heritage is theirs, 
Joys without sorrows, pleasures without cares. 
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* ^ Every kingdom divided against itself is brought to desolation ; 
and a house (Sanded against a house fallethJ^^ 

[HEBE there is wrangling and internal 

strife, 
And sore contentions and divisions 

come, 
Be it within a kingdom or a home, 
Farewell the unity that sweetens life ; 
For where content should be and love's increase, 
And the resistless strength of union. 
Linking together loving hearts as one, 
In the strong bond of amity and peace, 
There are heart burnings and dissensions rife, 
Hate, envy, discord, and confusion dire. 
Father opposed to son, and son to sire, 
Wife to the husband, husband to the wife. 
Woe to that household, woe unto that land 
Divided 'gainst itself; it cannot stand. 
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** How much better is it to get wisdom than gold^ 

OW much the better is it to pursue 
Wisdom than gold ; riches have eagle's 
wings; 

And when wealth stays with us it rarely brings 
Content and bosom peace ; but Wisdom, true 
To those who seek her with obedience due, 
Opens her treasury of precious things. 
Blest is the man who unto wisdom clings 
For she will surely guide him safely through. 
Wealth leaves us at the grave; fair Wisdom waits 
Beyond the sea and stretches forth her hand 
To bid us welcome to the happy strand, 
And points the way up to the pearly gates. 
Who trusts in gold leans on a broken reed ; 
Who getteth wisdom, he is wise indeed. 
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**Ah inherUance may he h^otten hastily at the banning; 
hut the end thereof shdU not he hiessed.^^ 

|H0 hasteth to be rich shall come tonought. 
And his inheritance may prove a corse ; 
Who out of other's wrongs feeds full fais 
purse 
Will find his ill-got treasure dearly bought, 
And the fall cup he deemed with honey fraught, 
Be to his lips than deadly poison worse. 
Who steppeth out of honours' beaten road 
To gather riches in forbidden ways ; 
Shall feel them hang about him as a load, 
Embittering his weary nights and days ; 
And that for which he meanly schemed and 

wrought 
And lied till his full coffers overflowed. 
On which he set his hopes as on a rock, 
Be to his footsteps but a stumbling-block. 
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*^Grue me neither poverty nor riches J*^ 

mine the burthen of good Agnr's 

prayer; 
That be the standard of my worldly 

state, 
Above the heart— consuming ills that wait 
On grim gaunt poverty, the low, mean care. 
Struggling to live on less than nature's share. 
Also from wealth be far removed my fate. 
And the temptations that attend the great ; 
Where riches are there lurketh many a snare. 
Feed me each day with food convenient, 
Lest I should steal and so dishonour Thee : 
Or being full, it may be sin to me 
That I deny the dread Omnipotent. 
From penury or wealth keep me secure, 
Too poor to boast, too wealthy to be poor. 
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"^ whisperer separatetk chief JriendsJ*^ 

!BE is a poison in the whisperer's tongue 
Fatal as death to Mendship and to love ; 
Pernicious foe, all other foes above, 
A midday pestilence that creeps along. 
The venomed snake that lies concealed among 
The tangled growth of wood or hollow grove, 
Waiting for prey doth not so fatal prove, 
Or wound so deeply as vile slanderous wrong. 
Disdaining not to lick the very dust. 
Fawning on friendship's breast, with specious 

smile, 
Worming out secrets with infernal guile, 
The better to betray the sacred trust. 
Assassins, midnight daggers, traitors' swords, 
Wound not so deeply as the whisperer's words. 
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* ^ A merry heart doeth good like a medicine. But a broken 
. . spirit drieth the bofusj^ 

P COMING mirth is medicine to the soul; 
In the warm glances of its kindling eye, 
Care smooths its brow and grief forgets 
to sigh ; 
E'en melancholy yields to its control, 
And lifts her downcast eyes : life's currents roll 
In healthier streams ; the quickened pulses fly 
With swifter strokes, the exultant heart beats high 
As a fleet runner's when he nears the goal. 
But for the broken spirit is no cure, 
Mirth strikes for it in vain her sweetest note ; 
Earth owns no medicine, nor antidote 
To heal the bitter pangs it must endure. 
Tears sap the frame, and sighs and inward groans 
Consume like fire and dry the very bones. 
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** The height of the stars^ how high they are*^ 

[0 can conceive the mighty altitude 
Of yon bright wanderers of the upper 
realms ; 

From where I stand watching their light serene, 
What a huge gulph of distance lies between. 
On heaven's cerulean floor, like jewels strewed 
They shine, their beauty every night renewed ; 
Crowding like courtiers round the moon, their 

Queen; 
Each perhaps a world— the very thought overwhelms 
My little mind ; abashed and all abased 
I turn my eyes from yonder vast expanse, 
To my own utter insignificance : 
To them an atom in the desert waste, 
A single drop of water to the sea, 
A passing moment to eternity. 
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"i?j/ His spirit He hath garnished the HeavensJ*^ 

|E spake, and the blue fields of heaven 
were spread, 
And all the limitless domain of space 
Glittered with blazing orbs, each in its place ; 
Till the fair realm was glory-gamish6d. 
Confusion saw, and with old Chaos fled. 
As the new worlds began their endless race. 
Fair moons and burning suns trooped up the sky ; 
Planets and stars and systems manifold, 
Fresh from their Maker's hand in order rolled ; 
The white- winged comet, silent wander'd by. 
Careering through the vast immensity ; 
And the red meteor spread its train of gold ; 
Bright sun of day, and planets of the night ; 
Beholding ye, I cry, << matchless in might !" 
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^^ He bringeth the Winds ottt of His Treasuries. ^^ 

E brings the winds out of His treasuries ; 

At His supreme behest they issue forth 

From the far east or west or south or 
north, 

With mighty roarings, or soft gentle sighs, 

Sweet as the airs that breathe in Paradise ; 

Dimpling old ocean's face with smiles of gladness ; 

Lashing anon its swelling waves to madness. 

As o'er the sea peals out the ringing blast. 

And like awakened beasts of prey they rise. 

Bearing their haggard foreheads to the skies — 

Earth feels their power as well as the great ocean, 

And pathless woods, and forests old and vast 

Tremble unto their depths with wild commotion ; 

And bow them down until the storm is past. 
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* * By their fruits ye shall know them, " 

S by the fruit it bears the tree is known, 
So do the actions of a man bespeak 
His worth or worthlessness ; not smil- 
ing cheek 
Nor honied sentences ; by deeds alone 
Is the true bent and disposition shown. 
They ate the fruit matured of thought and will, 
Their influence marvellous for good or ill. 
They are as seed in fruitful places sown. 
That grow to sheltering trees or rankling briars. 
Pernicious streams whose poisonous waters kill, 
Or founts refreshing as a desert rill ; 
Wann genial flames or swift-consuming fires, 
Words may deceive or tell the truth in part 
Actions, or good or ill, reveal the heart. 
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^^ Better is a dinner of herbs where love is, than a stalled ox 

and hatred therewith.^'* 

ITTEE a morsel at the homely board, 
With but the common things of daily 
life, 

Where love exists, than to feast full with strife ; 
What though the table be with plenty stored. 
Graced with all luxuries wealth can afford, 
The ruddy wine from choicest vintage prest. 
And every dainty that can add a zest ; 
If love be absent, and the kindly word. 
And Welcome's genial smile the feast to crown, 
Better a dinner of the simplest herbs. 
And at the homeliest table to sit down, 
And eat in peace where wrath nor strife disturbs. 
Though large the feast, the viands choice and 

rare. 
The heart is chilled if love be absent there. 
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' * TAey that tarry long at the wine cup, " 

HO hath contention, strife, and self-made 
woe? 
Eedness of eyes, babblings devoid of 
sense. 
Quarrels and brawlings, wounds without offence ; 
Who reel like ships and stagger to and fro ? 
Despised and scorned and pitied as they go ; 
Till moral worth and manly excellence, 
And all the godly virtues that should fence • 
Their souls about and with their being grow. 
Are washed away in rivers of excess, 
The sottish ones that tarry at the bowl, 
Quaffing its poisoned sweets without controul, 
Till suffer shipwreck health and happiness. 
Wine is a mocking foe if thou abuse it, 
A generous friend if thou but wisely use it. 
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The Sacrifice.'' 




N awful vision comes before mine eyes, 
A sombre picture, where in bold relief 
Stands forth the suffering Christ, the 
" Man of grief," 
On Calvary's top, a bleeding sacrifice ; 
His holy head bowed down with agonies, 
Unspeakable and great beyond belief : 
On either hand suffers a guilty thief, 
£eside the sinless Lord of Paradise. 
I see the vengeful priests, the mocking Jews, 
The rabble multitude, the crimson tide 
Flowing, a torrent down his spear-pierced side ; 
His thorn-crowned brow, wet with death's clammy 

dews. 
Earth to her centre trembled at the sight. 
And day fled shuddering in wild affright. 
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2ro SnslanO'0 flmem* 

OD keep thee Sovereign Lady of the land 
Illustrious Queen of realms beyond the 
sea; 

Millions of hearts brimful of loyalty 
Fence with their love thy throne on every hand,-' 
And like a waU 'twixt thee and danger stand. 
Not only as our Queen we honour thee, 
But to thy worth we bow the willing knee, 
Thy love constraining more than thy command. 
Traitors may plot and faction rave in vain, 
Time but the more thy gentle sway endears ; 
Our fealty strengthens as the growing years 
Add a new lustre to thy glorious reign. 
Peoples to come thy memory shaU bless, 
And say, **Her throne was i&xed in righteousness." 
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2ro iWiltoiu 

MMOKTAL bard! tliine was a master 
mind, 

Soaring above this world and worldly 
things; 

Thy mighty genius spread its eagle wings, 

Out-distanced all and left the earth behind. 

Aged, contemned, neglected, poor, and blind. 

Fallen and shunned amongst thy fellow men. 

Yet didst thou hear the touch of golden strings. 

And heaven's own glories blest thy inner ken. 

Hell ope'd its blazing doors, Milton to thee, 

Its awful horrors bared unto thy view ; 

Satan, arch-fiend, and all his rebel crew, 

Weltering in torment on the burning sea. 

To thee illustrious one the power was given, 

To plumb hell's depths and sQale the heights of 

heaven. 
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2ro proftddor ilongf^llob). 

MAY not see thy face nor press thy hand 
Beloved bard, yet none of all that crowd 
Who greeted thee with acclamations 
loud, 
As thou didst touch dear England's wave-kissed 

strand. 
Gave thee such welcome to my native land, 
As did my heart that day ; my spirit bowed 
In homage to thy worth, and I was proud 
That genius thus such tribute could command. 
Thy name with us is as a household word, 
Our children lisp it at their parent's knees : 
With the sweet music of thy melodies 
The heart of great humanity is stirred. 
When men most honour thee 'tis joy to me, 
That more than they I love and honour thee. 
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2ro tfie poet fLaureate. 

I GHEE than others climb are set thy 

feet 
Secure upon the mountains' topmost 

height ; 
Men view thee from afar with dazzled sight 
Monarch of song, and do thee homage meet. 
The echo of thy strains divinely sweet, 
Float by like music on the summer night ; 
Or grand as when the billows in their might 
At Ocean's adamantine barriers beat. 
Scholastic lore, prophetic utterance 
To thee belong, and the diviner art 
To touch the hidden sources of the heart, 
To melt to tears or rouse the kindling glance : 
To strengthen love of right, hatred of wrong, 
Is thy prerogative, crowned king of song. 
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ONABCH of all the many sons of song 
Handel ! thy spirit liveth with us yet ; 
Thy strains can soothe the fever and 

the fret 
Of daily life with all its common cares : 
Thy magic notes can waft the soul along 
On melting strains, or stir with trumpet tongue 
Our being's inmost depths with martial airs, 
As when the warlike battle-blast is rirng. 
Surely in some rapt vision on thine ears 
Fell the faint echoes of the angel choir, 
The immortal music of the seraph spheres. 
And filled thy breast with something of heaven 

fire. 
Ages to come shall bless and honour thee, 
And more esteem thy priceless legacy. 
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N England's need a dauntless hero rose, 
Whose prowess like a whirlwind swept 
the seas, 

His notes of thunder boomed on every breeze, 
Bringing dismay unto Old England's foes. 
For Home he dealt his mightiest battle-blows ; 
Gave up his nights of peace, and days of ease 
Life's dear delights, and sweet amenities. 
That he might bring his island-home repose. 
Stranger to fear, and as the lion brave. 
He sought the thickest of the bloody fray. 
Biding to battle on the seething wave ; 
And from the foe turned not his face away. 
Sacred the spot where his life's blood was shed, 
Greatest his name amongst the honoured dead. 
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tS^t late ILot& 38fo|i09 of $etei1iotottsli. 

E was a man of whom men say "Behold : 
A mighty one hath gone unto his rest, 
And great reward/' In that now 
pulseless breast, 
Oe'r which the dark sepulchral stone has rolled ; 
Dwelt high-born thoughts and virtues manifold. 
His was the giant intellect, to wrest 
From time a fadeless wreath : on his behest 
Waited success, and fame his story told : 
How with firm steps the upward way he trod. 
An earnest upright man of humble birth, 
And sat among the great ones of the earth. 
An honoured servant of his Christ and God. 
Learned, astute, religious, true, sincere, 
His memory claims the tribute of a tear. 
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HEY have but entered on another life ; 

Freed from the trammels that opprest 
them here 

Their souls enjoy a purer atmosphere : 

Their work is done, 'tis ours to toil and wait ; 

They are at peace, their feet have passed the gate 

Por us the hope, the doubt, sometimes the fear, 

For them the awful mystery made clear. 

Theirs the long rest, ours the unfinished strife. 

In the dark grave as seeds their bodies He, 

Sown in dishonour till th' appointed hour, 

They shall be raised in glory and with power. 

Changed, quickened in the twinkling of an eye. 

Death, conquered then, shall set his captives free, 

And mortal put on immortality. 
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Slflbits* 




HE greatest slaves are they who forge their 
chains 
Themselves, and make the rivets fast 
and strong, 
Then drag the galling manacles along 
Through life, and suffer self inflicted pains ; 
In whose ungovemed bosoms passion reigns. 
And rules his passive captives old and young, 
Victims to misery and self-sought wrong ; 
Feeding themselves the fire that dries their veins. 
Idly we talk of freedom, while we bind 
Closer our bonds and hug them to our breast. 
"Who to unbridled Hcence is resigned, 
Is but a soulless sorry slave at best. 
There are no fetters that can bind so fast 
As those which round ourselves we madly cast. 
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2ro ^utDir. 




UEDER fell monster, blackest fiend of 

heU!, 

Pes^t of tliis earth, mankind's tremendous 
bane; 

Athwart the dawn of time thy shadow fell ; 

Evoked by thee, death came before his time 

And lent to Adam's woe a keener pain : 

Thy name is first on the dark page of crime ; 

In black relief 6tand out the victims twain 

A murdered Abel, an accursed Cain. 

A coward thou, that strikest while men sleep, 

Or in the open day with deeper guile. 

With seeming friendship and insidious wile 

Into life's sacred citadel dost creep ; 

Staining thy guilty fingers with the blood 

Of young and old, the innocent and good. 
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jFottttS at aeiaterloo. 

T thoughts are carried to the tented field 
At sight of thee. The empty scabbard's 
clank, 

The serried hosts of warriors rank on rank ; 
Their massive squadrons into order wheeled, 
As o'er the battle plain thy clear notes pealed 
Supreme above the thundering cannonade. 
Breathing defiance from thy lips of brass, 
As front to front the foemen stood arrayed. 
"Where are they now that host of mighty ones ? 
Whose hearts throbbed quicker at thy thrilling 

tones : 
Over their graves the frequent ploughshares pass. 
And the sad solemn wind their requiem moans. 
Their Arms are piled, life's hard-fought battle o'er 
Thy loudest blast could muster them no more. 
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[AST night moaned out his life, the worn 
out year ; 
I lay and heard hislast expiring sigh, 
Borne on the wintry blast that hurried by ; 
And almost ere they laid him on his bier, 
Eang through the solemn midnight full and clear, 
A clash of bells from steeples far and nigh, 
That woke the country side and rent the sky, 
As when a multitude sends up a cheer. 
Q-ladness and revelry were in the street, 
"Where dirges sounded but an hour agone. 
O'er the dead year, that there so white and wan, 
Lay yet unburied in its winding-sheet. 
Oh ! bells of midnight with your merry din, 
Eing out the old, the better year ring in. 
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T dead of night while mortals soundly 
slept, 
Old Winter's hosts invested earth again, 
Pitched their white tents in silence on the plain, 
Planted their standard on the topmost height ; 
And in the stillness of the lone midnight, 
"With muffled tread the fell invaders swept 
O'er hill and vale, and ere the moriiing light 
Threw up huge bastion and rampart wall. 
And jfrom the top his spotless banner hung ; 
A herald wind cried with loud trumpet tongue, 
" Bow down, O earth. Winter is King of all !" 
Pale nature shuddering owned his tyrant reign, 
A conquered vassal, then forlorn and wan. 
With trembling hands put his cold livery on. 
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WBHittt gooD fUm xt%t 

|HEEE is a sanctity about the place, 
Where lie the ashes of the good and 
great ; 

The blessings of the righteous on them wait ; 
Decay's consuming tooth their bones may rot, 
Ne'er are their memories or deeds forgot, 
Be they of lowly birth or mean estate, 
Or those of gentle blood, whom kinder fate 
Awarded here a more propitious lot. 
Where'er their ashes and their graves are found, 
There hovers love about the place of death ; 
Their honor stands with her unfading wreath. 
And all around their tombs is holy ground. 
Through earth's vicissitudes though dead they live, 
And kindred souls their cheerful homage give. 
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bT ever aeemH to me a foul diagrace, 

To Bell the right for which our fitthei 
fought ; 

To waive the noble privilege of thought ; 
Be to the eommonweiilth a. traitor base, 
To help some Bcheming knave to power and plai 
Put on the fetters by corruption wrought, 
And be a slave, for money sold and bought 
Like soulleBB cattle in the market place. 
Honor to him who keeps his conscience pure, 
Who neither will be purchased nor cajoled 
With hollow promisea nor bribed with goH, 
But ever holds his eacred trust secure. 
Who sells his birthright is a sony knave, . 
And all hia days deserves to be a slave. 



MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS. 



%t^Xk% ate ImyeriDl^aiiU. 




UE actions never die ; for good or ill, 
Through coining years their influence 
must abide ; 

As when a stone dropt in the lake's smooth tide, 
The circles ever grow and widen still, 
Till the calm surface of its breast they fill ; 
Thus do our acts, dropt in time's ocean wide, 
Circle and spread to the eternal side. 
Past deeds begotten of some former will. 
Have influence now upon my fate and thine, 
And every action that in life we do. 
Evil or good shall bring their harvest too. 
And mid the fate of lives unborn entwine. 
Superior to death actions survive. 
And when time's glass is broken yet shall live. 
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HE life God gave us is not half enjojed . 
We are the foes to pur own happiness . 

With niggard meanness or with wild 
excess, 
The soul is starved or surfeited and cloyed, 
And the sweet relish for life's good destroyed ; 
The very things Heaven sent to cheer and bless ; 
Abused, but minister to our distress, 
And life becomes a dreary sunless void. 
Nature, outraged, a rebel turns at last ; 
Nor days of bootless woe, nor nights of pain, 
^ Nor bribes her fealty ere can win again. 
Or bring back the allegiance of the past. 
Stem creditor her claims must aU be met. 
If bankrupt, then thy life must pay the debt. 
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|7 witchcraft, witclies, and nnlioly rites 
Practised on blasted heath or banfen 
moor, 

By lightning's forked flash and thunder^s roar ; 
Of rides on hnrdies, or of broomstick flights, 
Bj withered hags on wild tempestooos nig^ ; 
Qf ImpioDs incantations, hellish lore, 
Of impish whelps that fiendish amonn bore^ 
Qf j^uttets, charms, and strange mkoamj sights : 
How anfient gnmdam« in the oUen times, 
Bt poMie laws or prirate judgment fl^nnd 
GinltT of witchcraft, f worst of Tiiiniaii txvantM) 
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MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS 




F mine were days of competence and ease, 
O'er nature's haunts mj feet should 
often rove, 
By plain or river, stilly wood or grove, 
Listening unto her pleasant harmonies. 
The streams, the flowers, the birds, the toiling bees, 
The fragrant meads, the pictured clouds above, 
"Would be the objects of my hearty love : 
For what can give us purer joys than these ? 
"What some call pleasure I should reckon pain ; 
Aiot and feasting, revelry and noise 
I care not for : give me the quiet joys 
That leave no sting nor with possession wane. 
To roam my native fields unchecked and free 
Would be to me earth's prime felicity. 
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|HTJS would I cahnly spend my days of 
ease, 
In peace away from the world's noise 
and din, 
Mid rural scenes, drinking the pleasures in 
Which nature gives ; her dear delights should 

please, 
And every day bring fresh immunitieB. 
I'd roam the fields, the greenwood's cool retreat, 
Eich with the glory of the spreading trees. 
Whose branches in umbrageous arches meet. 
I would forget what once 'twas mine to bear. 
The fever and the fret of other days ; 
And in the beauty of life's pleasant ways 
Cancel the memory of former care. 
Away fond dreams ! reality demands 
The labour of thy brain, thy heart, thy hands. 
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MIGHTY instrument for good or ill, 
A foul polluted stream, a fountain sweet, 
A fire that warms or bums with scorch- 
ing heat; 
A power that chains and captive leads the will. 
An arrow dipt in poisons dire that kill, 
A beU upon the rocks where breakers beat, 
A stumbling-block unto the wanderer s feet, 
A roaring torrent, a sweet singing riU. 
The strength that breaks the fetters of the slave. 
The sentry that the sleeping camp alarms. 
The trumpet blast that calls the soul to arms. 
The chosen weapon of the good and brave ; 
The champion of right, the tool of wrong. 
Such is this organ marvellous, — the tongue. 
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UCCESS is what men worship; to suc- 
ceed 

The certain passport to the world's ap- 
plause : 
Be it a righteous or unholy cause, 
Some brilliant feat of arms or reckless deed ; 
The hand that grasps the prize obtains the meed 
Of empty praise, and on the actor draws 
i^'or a brief space the evanescent gaze 
That woodering looks, then pays no farther heed. 
Nothing so hollow is as worldly praise, 
A morning cloud a bubble on the stream, 
A "flitting shadow or a fleeting dream ; 
The flashing meteor with its short-lived rays 
Are emblems of the smiles men strive to gain ; 
Smiles followed oft by frowns and cold disdain. 
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|IME was when the strong arm and trusty 

blade, 

The frowning fortress, the embattled 
tower, 

Gave to the ruthless few the ruling power. 

Might lorded it, and down-trod Eight obeyed ; 

^Freedom was maimed, and truth a captive made : 

So it had been until this very hour ; 

Darkness and ignorance the cursed dower 

Had like an incubus upon us weighed. 

But when imprisoned Truth took up the pen, 

Her prison portals opened wide to her ; 

She made the press her fair interpreter 

And a ilew era dawned on fallen men. 

The lustre of the sword paled in its light. 

And stubborn Might slowly gave place to Bight. 
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uTJTISn excess each day its thousands 

kiUs, 
Victims to riot and intemperance. 
The grovelling joys bom of each meaner sense 
Bring in their train a multitude of ills : 
'Tis their pernicious influence tht^t fills 
Unnumbered hearts with misery immense : 
Prom happy homes drives the good angel thence. 
Their dregs, as poison through the frame distils, 
Drying the blood, draining life's healthful springs, 
Wrinkling the cheeks, sowing the locks with grey, 
Anticipating natural decay 
Ere time the complement of moments brings. 
Dost thou pursue the angel, Happiness ? 
She dwelleth not with riot and Excess. 
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BTTJENED ! a weather-beaten veteran, 
His features bronzed with India's 
scorching sun ; 
Upon his breast, telling of victories won, 
A galaxy of silver medals shine ; 
And precious clasps and ribbons intertwine, 
Earned amid carnage in the battle's van. 
Erect his gait, his hair an iron grey ; 
Adown his cheek is ploughed a fearfiil scar, 
Sign of the conflict, seal of bloody war ! 
And yet it only seems but yesterday, 
His mother kissed him through her blinding tears. 
Sobbed a farewell and blest her well-grown lad, 
Bade him to think of her in coming years, 
And parted from the only boy she had. 
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W^t Oitl tj^at ;0tfn Do Itbftt 9S\xt tl^etm 

** The evil that men do lives after them," 

Shaknpeare, 

EN'S evil deeds do often times eclipse 
Posthumous fame, and throw into the 
shade 

The many worthy acts which else had made 
Their names as household words on childrens' lips. 
The ills we perpetrate are self-made whips, 
To scourge our names when we in dust are laid ; 
Posterity ne'er ceaseth to upbraid, 
And keeps a stem account of all our slips. 
Sweet smelling flowers are often choked with 

weeds, 
One coward act a life of honor mars, 
A cloud will hide a galaxy of stars. 
So is the influence of evil deeds. 
Though ages pass and centuries untold, 
Time points unto them still and cries. Behold ! 
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" Ife doth ravish the poor when he getteth theni into his net.*^ 

|HE greatest foe unto the toiling poor, 
Their deadliest most dangerous enemy, 
Is he who thriving on their industry, 
Adding each day unto his worldly store, 
Grudges their labor's hire and covets more : 
Awaits the day of their necessity, 
To prey upon them more remorselessly, 
When poverty stands waiting at the door. 
The lawless wretch that plunders by the way. 
Or sacks your dwelling at the dead of night. 
Is venial to him, who day by day 
Cozens his fellow of his hard-earned mite. 
Who fattens on the needy and oppressed. 
The labors of his hands shall not be blest. 
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(HEEE is for all the inevitable must, 

The fiat against which there's no appeal, 

Eor death is obdurate as tempered 
steel ; 

Time's servitor that ne'er betrays his trust, 

A warrior grim whose weapons never rust. 

The strongest his relentless prowess feel, 

On monarch's necks he sets his tyrant heel. 

And lays the proudest grovelling in the dust. 

Each must appear upon that field of fight, 

And there do battle for himself alone ; 

Bribes cannot purchase, proxy is unknown, 

No quarter given, nor truce, nor chance of flight. 

Though long (as men count long), his ghastly 

reign, 

Tet the fell slayer shall himself be slain. 
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lE^z WiweSittzxn. 

THWAET the sky, in swift erratic flight, 
Like fiery arrows from contending bows 
Quick meteors fly, till the deep azure 
glows ; 
And the vast room of the blue-vaulted height 
Sparkles and bums with an unwonted light, 
Brighter, and brighter yet, its radiance grows, 
And wondering mortals, careless of repose, 
Admiring look upon the glorious sight. 
From east to west, along the starlit heaven. 
The white- winged meteors recurrent blaze, 
Growing and fading on the astonished gaze. 
As if some mighty agency had riven 
Creation's bonds, and rudderless through space. 
Toppled the stars and planets from their place. 
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Nothing taiait^ maBe fn bairn 

lOTHING- was made in vain ; the meanest 
tiling 

That grovels in the dust beneath our 

eyes, 

Up to the mightiest brute of monster size ; 

The tiny gnats which summer sunbeams bring ; 

The lordly eagle upon tireless wing, 

Soaring in conscious strength toward the skies ; 

The abject worm that in the pathway lies ; 

The loathsome reptile basely grovelling ; 

All have their parts in nature's mighty plan : 

Not ours i(ts vast machinery to see, 

In all its varied deep immensity, 

Inscrutable to mortal finite man ; 

But this we know ; whatever God*s wisdom wrought, 

Man may not say Behold ! 'twas made for nought. 
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|HE happiest season in tlie circling year 
Is the fair time when April meets wilh 
May; 

Then bounding lambs on grassy hillocks play ; 
Sweet pictures greet the eye, glad sounds, the ear : 
The new-formed May-buds on the thorn appear ; 
Each songster then sings through the live-long day, 
From brake and bush or on the bending spray. 
Warbling their ditties beautifully clear. 
Now bloom in all their native loveliness, 
Shaking sweet perfumes from their nodding bells, 
The yellow cowslips in the woods and dells, 
Like flecks of gold in nature's emerald dress. 
While through the night embosomed in the shade, 
The nightingale pours forth his serenade. 
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HEEE Biscay rolls with wild tumultuouB 
roar, 
And maddened winds and seas conten- 
tious rave ; 
A helpless wreck upon the seething wave 
The good ship " London " lay : ah ! never more 
To wing her bird-like flight from shore to shore. 
! gallant crew ! O ! captain good and brave ! 
The fate that sunk ye in an ocean grave 
Mankind with sorrowing heart shall e'er deplore. 
The memory of that awful night which fell, 
The mom which broke upon the doomed ship, 
Yet blanches woman's cheek and manhood's lip, 
Language nor pen its horrors e'er can tell. 
Poor hapless souls ! the world shall oft relate, 
How nobly and how well ye met your fate. 
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|HE greatest proof of God's omnipotence 
In the material universe, is there 
Where sun and moon and stars and 
planets fair, 
Mutely appeal to the astonished sense. 
What is their awful destiny ? and whence 
Derived their glory great beyond compare ? 
Whose is the power, the wisdom and the care 
That kept and keiBps and governs them from hence? 
They are the faint reflex of Deity ; 
Bays from the immortal Sun whose light absorbs 
In His great glory aU creation's orbs ; 
And fills with light and life, eternity. 
The baffled mind is awed and beaten back 
And vainly seeks His purposes to track. 
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I9eiit \% i^t taiom ttfnO of ipobfrts* 

|0 poverty so hard to bear as debt ; 
It is a horrid incubus that lays 
A heavy load upon the heart, and weiglui 
The weary spirit down by it beset. 
In every avenue it stands, a let 
Barring the passage to life's pleasant ways; 
It bringeth sleepless nights and restless days 
And galls the spirit with continual firet 
Keep it at bay, 'tis a pernicious foe, 
A taskmaster whose yoke is hard to bear ; 
Hard at its heels tread ruin and despair, 
And sorrow such as but its victims know. 
It takes £rom life its sweet amenities, 
Killeth domestic peace and inward ease. 
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HATE, and from mj inmost soul despise 

The man who bows him at his Maker's 

shrine, 

Taking upon his lips the name divine 

With supple knees find meekly downcast eyes, 

But yet whose every act and deed belies 

His impious prayers : who makes the Christian 
sign, 

Quotes from the sacred page line upon line , 

A ravening wolf arrayed in sheep's disguise : 

"Who gives to-day with ostentatious show, 

To-morrow cheating with a cruel greed 

His Christian brother in his utmost need; 

Traitor to heaven, religion's direst foe. 

Of fair outside, within, as black as hell; 

Worse unbeliever than an infidel. 
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^z partly of IDuts. 

F thou dost see thy path of duty clear, 
Wherever it may lead, pursue its track 
With steady purpose never looking back ; 
Lend not to pleasure's siren voice thine ear, 
Nor turn thee from the way through craven fear# 
How shalt thou reach the end if thou dost lack 
Strength to withstand and prowess to attack, 
When tempters smile or open foes appear ? 
Heed not what men may say ; some who have trod 
The arduous path of duty to its end. 
Had many foes, and died without a friend 
To drop a tear upon their burial sod. 
Hard is the way, but they that keep therein 
With steady steps, a large reward shall win. 
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AU tifM wet taiftl^iti tie e!fiViXtif$k €RAte$s« 

ITHIN" God's house there is nor rich nor 
poor, 
There all are beggars waiting to be fed ; 
The monarch puts his crown from off his head, 
Lays down his robes and sceptre at the door ; 
And kneels a suppliant on the sacred floor, 
Asking a share of that eternal bread. 
By which all souls that live are nourished 
As from a precious and exhaustless store. 
There riches, dress and titles are as nought ; 
God's temple is no place for empty show j 
The Master of the house looks down below 
Into the secret heart and reads each thought : 
And they who hunger after heavenly food, 
His gracious hand loadeth with every good. 
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Setter taiear out ti^Ati vxiA. 

iTTEB wear out with toil than waste with 

rust; 

The idle man was never happy yet ; 
A thousaiid enemies his steps beset, 
Unknown to him who earns an honest crust, 
And eats his bread in thankfulness and trust. 
To happiness there is no greater let 
Than idleness ; the harrass and the fret 
Of poverty pain's keenest, deadliest thrust, 
Care's heaviest burthen, sorrow's sharpest sting, 
The extremity of bodily diBtress, 
Hurt not like foul corroding idleness, 
Nor to the soul such sad disaster bring. 
Ifc is a chain that galls in every link, 
A stagnant pool whose putrid waters stink. 



i8S 



MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS, 




|HE fevered earth beneath the fervid sky, 
Lay waiting, longing for the Evangel 
" Eain." 

Day after day heavenward she looked in vain, 
Scanmng the blue expanse with anxious eye ; 
E[aggard her brow, her lips aU parched and dry. 
As one who, wounded on the battle plain. 
Longs for the draught he ne'er may taste again ; 
And, famished, lays him down at last to die. 
The beauty of her prime was waning fast ; 
Her life seemed ebbing in a troubled swoon. 
As the hot breath of the fierce summer noon 
Beat down upon her like a furnace blast. 
"Tttius, through the dewless night and cloudless day, 
Panting beneath the cope of heaven she lay. 
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TILL, as tlie sun sank in an amber sea, 

Whose waves of liquid fire spread far 
and wide, 

Flooding the west as with a molten tide, 

Was seen among the rising galaxy 

Of evening's glowing orbs, the cloudy wain 

And shadowy steeds of the Evangel " Bain." 

" He comes at last," the wind of evening sighed ; 

The muttering thunder murmured, " It is he." 

Then to earth's parched lips was held once more 

The cup of life filled to the very brim. 

Bright grew her eyes, so heavy erst, and dim, 

And her heart's pulses quickened as of yore ; 

Gloweth her breast as one refreshed with winct,if. 

Eejoicing in the benison divine. 
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|0-NIGB[T the peace of heaven broods 
over all ; 
The moon looks down from the eternal 
skies ; 
And the great stars, like the calm, holy eyes 
Of angel watchers on heaven's turrets tall, 
Are marshalled on the floor of heaven's blue hall. 
The firmament, like a vast ocean lies, 
Calm as the glassy sea of Paradise, 
On whose clear breast nor cloud nor storm may 

faU. 
Dumb silence walks the earth with muffled feet ; 
Sleep, the magician, waves her potent wand. 
And seals all eyelids with her gentle hand, 
Lulling tired nature into slumber sweet. 
Hushed for a while the tumult and the care 
Of this world's fret, and peace is everywhere. 
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IDottiMtit Peace* 

OMESTIC Peace ! thou sweetener of 
man's lot, 
Happy the home where thou dost ait 
serene, 
x\t its blest hearth enthroned the household queen. 
Be it the palace or the peasant's cot 
The place is holy ground, a sacred spot, 
A paradise where angels walk unseen, 
An ark of refuge, an oasis green, 
A fountain sweet, a spring which faHeth not. 
There all the virtues flourish : soul to soul 
Is closely knit in more than earthly ties. 
Discord is overthrown and prostrate lies, 
And the fierce passions own the mind's control. 
Blessed the house to which such peace is given, 
And concord sweet, it is the gate of heaven. 
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S taiottlQ not Ote anO leobe no ^ign h^Us^. 

would not die and leave no sign behind, 
No mark to show that I had ever been, 
Forgotten of my fellows when unseen ; 
To fade out of the memory of my kind, 
And in the grave a dark oblivion find ; 
Unknown, unnoticed, quit life's busy scene. 
Passing away from men's remembrance clean. 
Like an untimely babe or soulless hind. 
Better to ne'er have lived, than live to be 
The slaves of each day's cares and nothing more ; 
Our doings but as tracings by the sea. 
Which coming waves wipe from the sandy shore. 
Upon the rock where nobler names are writ. 
Grave thou thine own, there is a place for it. 
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jUST at the break of a soft April mom, 
"While the big dewdrops trembled on 
each spray, 
Flashing like jewels in its rising ray, 
Down in the meadow was the cowslip bom ; 
Beside the path by frequent footsteps worn, 
A pretty spot with early daisies gay, 
Erom Nature's womb it struggled into day, 
Another gem her bosom to adorn. 
Prom the green hedgerows and each budding tree 
A chorus of sweet singers usher' d in 
Its birth ; the children shouted loud for glee, 
Their voices mingling in a merry din. 
My heart was glad, for oh ! the cowslip brings 
The memory of a thousand pleasant things. 
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Miscellaneous soi^NEi^. 




HEASD the tlirush upon the topmost 
bough 

Of the yet bare and lifeless hawthorn 
tree 

» 

Utter his wild, untutored melody. 

From his fiiU thankful heart it welled a flow 

Of liquid music ; yet the morning's brow 

"Was ominous, as o'er the barren lea 

And woods all bare with the adversity 

That winter brings, the day broke cold and slow. 

I saw no signs of spring ; a winter's day. 

Cloudy and cheerless, only met by view. 

But he with nature's finer instinct knew, 

And hailed the goddess while yet far away. 

Loud rang his carol o'er the landscape drear, 

Cheering the heart and gladdening the ear. 
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MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS. 



^^Sn^oti art ti^e 0ame anO ^Ti^s s^atts fsi^all 

not faiL" 




VER the same, Thy years can never fail, 
Unchangeable throughout eternity : 
The centuries as nothing are to Thee, 
The long revolving cycles but a day. 
"When heaven and earth shall melt and pass away, 
In that dread hour when time shall cease to be. 
When from their spheres the stars affrighted flee, 
And the great orbs of heaven their lustres pale ; 
Jehovah then as now. Change and decay 
Against Thy nature never can prevail ; 
Serene Thou sittest on Thine awful throne 
Though general wreck the univel^e assail. 
Ruler supreme, omnipotent, unknown, 
Without beginning, without end, alone. 
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MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS. 




HEN death's cold drops gather upon my 
brows, 
As on the borders of the spirit land, 
Hopeful yet with a trembling fear I stand ; 
When the dark night darker and deeper grows, 
And the cold river upward and upward flows, 
Bearing me from the dim receding shore ; 
Be nigh ! Lord with Thy Almighty hand. 
While over me the icy billows pour. 
Not then a vessel cast away and lost ; 
Or wave-flung corse thrown on an unknown beach, 
Shall I the longed-for welcome haven reach ; 
But, saved and safe, landed, though tempest-tossed. 
Then might the seething billows fret and chafe ; 
By Thee, Good Lord, delivered I were safe. 
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MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS, 




"^ Sti aOI Mx»x^ of out toealti^, OooO l/OtH 

Seltber Vi%r 

E need deliverance in the time of wealth, 
Pillowed in ease and lapped in luxury 
"When friends surround us and pros- 
perity. 
Eiches are enemies that work by stealth, 
And sap the fountains of the spirit's health. 
Where once sweet flowers and fruits grew fiubr 

and free, 
The rank weeds flourish now luxuriantly, 
And over all their painful shadows throw, 
Pride, avarice, ambition, empty show ; 
Vain emulation, boasting, and the like 
In the rank soil their noxious fibres strike, 
Yielding a crop of misery and woe. 
In times of wealth, deliver us. Good Lord, 
Lest we should miss the exceeding *' great reward." 
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MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS, 



f ■ 




fttrib^ XisA for Zxivmi^% 

TRTVE not for triumph, but for truth 
and right ; 
Be courteous with thy pen, it is thy 
tongue ; 
Thy temper calm, be thy cause right or wrong : 
Set not thy case in a distorted light. 
For party purposes or private spite ; 
Is justice on thy side ? — then thou art strong. 
Is thy cause weak ? — ^then it must halt along, 
And die in some dark corner out of sight. 
Show thy true face ; or, if thou wear'st a mask. 
Wear it in such a sort that, being revealed. 
And lifted up the visor of thy casque. 
Thou would'st not blush thy features were con- 
cealed. 
Keen be thy satire, but not mixed with gaU ; 
Keep to the subject, by it stand or fall. 
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